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REMARKS ON BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER 

nfCTDENTAL TO THIS SELECTION. 



It is not customary, I believe, to write prefaces to books of 
selection. '* Beauties" are understood to speak for them- 
selves ; and the more they deserve the name, the less politic 
it may be considered to dilate on the merits of the writings 
from which they have been culled. A wit who was shown 
the collection of detached passages called the Beauties of 
Shakspeare, is reported to ha.ve said : '^ Where are the other 
nine volumes?'* 

There are such especial reasons, however, why a selection 
jfrom the works of Beaumont and Fletcher is a thing not only 
warrantable but desirable (to say nothing of the difference of 
this volume from collections of merely isolated thoughts and 
fancies), that it is proper I should enter into some explana- 
tions of them ; and for this purpose I must begin with a 
glance at the lives of the two poets. 

Ebakgis Beaumokt, youngest son of a judge of the 
Common Pleas, is supposed to have been bonJTabeut the year 
1584, at the abbey of^Grace-Dieu, in Leicestershire, which, at 
the dissolution of the monasteries, had become possessed by 
the judge's father, who was recorder of the county, and subse- 
quently a judge himself. The poet was intended tor the 
family profession, and, after studying awhile at Oxford, was 
entered' of the Middle Temple ; but on becoming acquainted 
with the stage, he probably felt that his. vocation had been 
otherwise destined. The date of his fif^t acquaintance with 
Fletcher is unknown ; but it must of necessity have been 
when he was young ; and the intimacy became so close, that 
the two friends are said not only to have lived in the same 
house (which was on the Surrey side of the Thames, near the 
Globe Theatre), but to have possessed everything in common. 
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Beaumont however, if not Fletcher, married ; and he had 
not passed what is called the prime of life, when he died ; 
for, according to Ben Jonson, he had not completed his 
thirtieth year. But there is reason to believe otherwise. 
He was buried in Westminster Abbey. 

JoKN Flbtoheb, son of a Bishop of London who had ac- 
quired an unenviable celebrity as one of the troublers of the 
last moments of Mary Queen of Scots, was born at Eye, in 
Sussex, in the year 1579. He appears to have been educated 
at Cambridge, and to have led a life whoUy theatrical. There 
is nothing to prove that he ever married ; though, on the 
other hand, there is nothing to disprove that he was the 
" John Fletcher" whose marriage with " Jone Herring" in 
the year 16 L2 is on record in the Southwark books. Be this 
as it may, he continued to live and write in the parish of 
St. Saviour long after the death of the friend who nad kept 
house with him ; and he died there, and was buried in the 
church, in the year 1625. He himself had not lived to be 
old ; for he was not forty-six. His death was occasioned by 
•an accident. Eequiring a new suit of clothes for a visit to 
which he had been invited in the country, he stopped in town 
to have it made, and the consequence was a seizure by the 
plague, which sent him on the journey from which **no 
traveller returns." 

Nothing is known of the personal habits of these illus- 
trious men except that they were intimate with other cele- 
brated poets, Ben Jonson in particular ; that Beaumont (and 
doubtless Fletcher) frequented the famous Mermaid Tavern, 
of which he has recorded the merits ; that Fletcher, though 
dissatisfied with his plays when he saw them acted, hated to 
bespeak favotir for them in prologues; and that neither 
Beaumont nor Fletcher entertained much respect for their 
critics in general. The very talk of the two friends is said to 
have been " a comedy." A certain aristocratical tone, as well 
as the ultra-loyal breeding which has been noticed in them, is, 
I think, discernible in their writings, though qualified ocoa- 
sionally as genius is sure to qualify it. Ben Jonscm told 
Drummond that Beaumont thought' too much of himself, — 



probably becanse Beaumont had joined the rest of the world 
in saying the same thing of Ben ; but this did not hinder them, 
or had not hindered them, from giving one another the 
warmest praises. Of Shakspeare, who said nothine; of any- 
body, Beaumont and Eletcher said as little. Their only 
allusions to his writings look very like banters. Perhaps 
the artificial superiority of their birth and breeding, and 
the tone of &shionable society in which they excelled, con- 
spired with a natural jealousy to make them fancy him a less 
man than he was; as, on the other hand, Shakspeare^s extra- 
ordinary silence with regard to his contemporaries may 
have originated in habits of self-suppression, attributable to 
any^ing but pride of position. 

Whatever Beaumont and Fletcher may have thought in 
this particular instance, little did the two young poets suspect, 
that the advantages of rank and training on which they pro- 
bably valued themselves, as giving their genius its solidest 
opportunities and most crowning grace, were the very things 
destined to do it the greatest mischief, and to threaten 
their names with extinction. Though poets truly so called, r^ 
and therefore naturally possessed of earnestness of mind and ^^ 
a tendency to believe in whatsoever was best and wisest, they ^™ 
had not sufficient complexional strength to hinder a couple 
of lively and flattered voung men from falling in with the 
tone of the day and tne licenses in fashion ; and unfortu- 
nately for their repute in a day to come, they entered on 
their career at a time when the example in both these respects 
happened to be set by a court which was the vulgarest in its 
language, and the most profligate in its morals, of any that 
ever disgraced the country: for the court of Charles the 
Second, however openly dissolute, and (compared with our 
present reflnement) coarse in its language, was elegance 
itself in comparison with that of James the First ;^ to say 
nothing of depths of crime and enormity, with which our 
poets had assuredly nothing in common. It is interesting 
to see how the diviner portion of spirit inherent in all true 
genius saved these extnu)rdinary men from being corrupted 
to the core, and losing those noblest powers of utterance 
which nothing but sincerity and right feeling can bestow ; 
bow, in the midst of the grossest efieminacy, they delighted 
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in paintine tbe manliest characters ; how they loved sim- 
plicity and tenderness, and never wrote so well as when 
speaking their language ; and how, when on the very knees 
of the slavishest of the doctrines in which they had been bred, 
their hearts cpuld rise against the idols of their worship, and 
set above all other pretensions the rights of justice and 
humanity. To read one of the pages of the beautiful por- 
tions of their works, you would think it impossible that such 
writers should frame their lips to utter wnat disgraces the 
page ensuing : yet there it is, like a torrent of feculence 
beside a chosen garden ; nay, say rather like a dream, or a 
sort of madness, — the very spite and riot of the tongue of a 
disordered incontinence for the previous self-restraint. And 
this was the privilege of their position ! the gain they had 
got by their participation of polite life in the days of cfames 
the Hirst, and their right to be considered its perfect expo- 
nents! Had Beaumont been fortunate enough to have 
been the son of a briefless barrister, or Fletcher's father, 
happily for himself, have risen no higher in the Church than 
his ministry in the village of Hye, — the two dramatists, unhurt 
by those blighting favours of the day, and admonished to 
behave themselves as decorously as their brethren, might now 
have been in possession of a thoroughly delightful fame, and 
such a volume as the one before us have been a thing out of 
the question ; but the son of the judge, and the son of the 
bishop, unluckily possessed rank as well as gaiety enough to 
constitute themselves the representatives of what in the next 
age was styled the *^ gentleman of wit and pleasure about 
town ; " and the consequence was, that while on the serious 
side of their natures they were thoughtful and beautiful poets, 
and probably despised nine-tenths of the persons whom they 
amused, — on the other side, and in the intoxication of success, 
they threw themselves with their whole stock of wit and 
spirits into the requirements of the ribaldry in fashion, and, 
by a combination peculiar to the reigns of the Stuarts, became 
equally the delight of the "highest" and the "lowest 
circles." Not that there was wanting in those times a circle 
of a less nominal altitude, in which their condemnation wa-? 
already commencing; for though the gloomier class of Puritans 
were ats vulgar in their way, as the Ln-puritana were in theirs. 
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jet a breeding alien to both prevailed in the familiea which 
the young Milton frequented ; and when the author oiAttegro 
and Penseroso spoke of the dramatists who attracted him to 
the theatre, he tacitly reproved the two friends by limiting 
hia mention of names to those of Shakspeare and Ben Jonson; 
though how he admired the culprits, apart from their mis- 
demeanours as fine gentlemen, is abundantly proved by his 
imitations of them in those very poems, and in the masque 
of Comus. 

It might be asked by those who know Beaumont and 
Fletcher by name only, or by little else than the modem 
adaptations of one or two of their plays, whether this view 
of their offences against decency is not exaggerated, and 
whether it was possible for any British court to set so low 
an example. 

It is not pleasant to be under the necessity of satisfying 
doubts of this nature, especially with a book mil of beauties 
before us, taken from the authors who are found so much 
fault with ; and it is impossible, for obvious reasons, to pro- 
duce proofs from the authors themselves, and so do the very 
thing we object to, and quote what is not fit to be read. 
Nevertheless, it is proper to show from what an amount of 
deformity those beauties have been rescued ; and it will be 
sufficient for this purpose to bring the testimony of two 
witnesses, who may fairly represent all the others, and both 
of whom would far rather have found the poets faultless, than 
blameable. The first is Schlegel, one of the fondest as well 
as ablest critics of our national drama ; the other, the latest 
editor of the works of Beaumont and Fletcher, Mr. Dyce. 

" There is an incurable vulgar side of human nature," 
observes Schlegel, " which the poet should never approach 
but with a certain bashfulness, when he cannot avoid allowing 
it to be perceived ; but instead of this, Beaumont and 
Fletcher throw no veil- whatever over nature. They express 
everything bluntly in words : they make the spectator the 
unwilling confidant of all that more noble minds endeavour 
to hide even from themselves. The indecencies in which 
these poets allowed themselves to indulge, exceed all con- 
ception. The licentiousness of the language is the least 
erd I many scenes, nay, whole plots, are so contrived, that 
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the very idea of tbem, not to mention tbe eight, is a grtMSs 
lasult to modesty. Aristophanes is a bold interpreter of 
Bensnality ; but like the Gl-recian statuary in the figures of 
eatvrs, <fea. he banishes them into the animal region to 
which they wholly belong ; and judging him according to the 
morality of his times, he is much less offensive. But Beau- 
mont and Fletcher exhibit the impure and nauseous colouring 
of vice to our view in quite a different sphere ,• their compo- 
sitions resemble the sheet full of pure and impure animals in 
the vision of the Apostle. This was the universal inclination 
of the dramatic poets under James and Chiles the Eirst. 
They seem as if they purposely wished to justify the Puritansy 
who affirmed that the theatres were so many schools of se- 
duction, and chapels of the Devil."* 

It might have been more philosophical in the excellent 
German critic, if, instead of the words ** mcurably vulgar," 
at the commencement of this passage, he had said, ''of 
necessity repulsive;'* for we must not say of Nature, in 
relation to any of her works, human or otherwise, that she 
has done anything vulgar or incurable. Nothing requires 
cure, but what she has rendered curable ; and vulgarity, in 
the offensive sense of the word, though for wise purposes 
sh^ has rendered us sensible of such an impression in relation 
to one another, is not to be thought predicable of herself. 
It was in some measure, most probably, out of a mistaken 
sense of this truth, and from a certain hearty universality 
natural to poets, that Beaumont and Fletcher allowed them- 
selves to go to the extremes they did, against the other extreme 
of the Puritans ; forgetting, that a genial boldness is not 
a shameless audacity, and that the absence of all restraint 
tends to worse errors than formality. 

Too true is the charge of Schlegel against them. With 
rare and beautiful exceptions, they degrade love by confining 
it to the animal passion : they degrade the animal passion 
itself, by associating it with the foulest impertinences ; they 
combine, by anticipation, Bochester and Swift, — make chas- 
tity and unchastity almost equally offensive, by indecently 

* Lectures on Dramatic Jrt and IMeraUtre^ BlBok's Trtoslation, voL iL 
p. 808. (Bohn'B edition, p. 470.) 
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and extravagantly coDtrasting them ; nay, put into tbe 
mouths of their chastest persons a language eyindn^ the 
sroBsest knowledge of yice, sometimes purposely assuming 
Its character, and pretending, in zeal ior its defeat, to be 
intoxicated with its enjoyment ! 

And these fatal mistakes occur not only in one, two, or 
six, or twenty, or thirty of their plays, but more or less in 
all of them, — ^in every one of the whole fifby-two ; sometimes 
in patches and small scenes, sometimes in great ones, ofbeu 
throughout a great part of the play, frequently as its foun- 
dation and main interest, and almost always in some offensive 
link or other with the very finest passages, from which you 
are obliged to cut it away. It is like a dii^ase ; like 
cankers; the. plague-spots of the drama, at the time when 
it was infected with the presence of king James the First. 

** The many offences against decency which our poets 
baye committed," saya Mr. Dyce, ** can only be extenuated 
on the plea that they sacrificed their own taste and feelingo 
to the fashion of the times. There can be little doubt that 
the most unblushing licentiousness, both in conversation 
and practice, prevailed among the courtiers of James the 
First : we know too that ' to be like the court was a playe's 
praise;' and for the sake of such praise Beaumont and 
Fletcher did not scruple to deform their dramas with 
ribaldry, — ^little imagining how deeply, in consequence of 
that base alloy, their reputation would eventually suffer ' at 
the coming of the better day.' In this respect they sinned 
more grievously than any of their contemporary play- 
wrights ; but most of the others have enough to answer for ; 
nor was Shakespeare himself completely proof against the 
contaminating influence of his age. The example of Charles 
the First is generally supposed to have given a higher tone 
to the morals of our nobility and gentry ; yet, shortly before 
the death of that monarch, we find Lovelace extolling the art 
Trith which in the present play (The Citatom of the Country) 
a veil of seeming modesty is thrown over obscenity : 

'View here a loose thought said with siieh a grace, 
Minenra might have spoke in Venus* face ; 
So well disguis'd, tliat 'twas conceiy'd by none 
Bat Gapid had Diana's linen on.' 
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It would be curious, observes Mr. Dyce, " to know wh«* 
was Lovelace's idea of downright coarseness." 

This very play, as the same critic remarks, was the one 
which Dryden instanced, in self-defence, as containing m(^« 
indecency than all the plays of his own time put together. 
" A very bold assertion,'* continues Mr. Dyce. " If Dryden 
and the other dramatists of Charles the Second's time did 
not eoual their predecessors in open licentiousness (and of 
that they have a tolerable share), they far exceeded them 
in wanton inuendos and allusions. The truth is, the greater 
part of the eighteenth century had passed away before 
indecency was wholly banished from the writings of our 
countrymen: even in the pages of Addison, who did to 
much towards the purification of English literature, there 
are passages which may occasion some slight uneasiness to 
one reading aloud in a family circle."* 

So true is this remark on the Spectator^ that the passages 
alluded to could not, with propriety, be read aloud at alL 
They are harmless, as far as mere coarseness is harmless ; 
and Steele (for the benefit of conjugality) ventures a luxu- 
riance now and then, which to readers who can take it as he 
meant, is equally so. But if caution has become necessary 
in reading Addison, who is justly designated as one of the 
purifiers of our literature, and whose name has been held 
synonymous with propriety, it may easily be supposed how 
abundant the necessity is rendered in the case of the two 
most licentious writers of a licentious age. Fortunately 
they wrote much, and beautifully; and it has been stiU 
more fortunate for them, that genius and purity go best 
together ; so that my selection has not only been enabled 
to be copious as well as spotless (thanks to the facilities 
afforded to excision by the authors themselves), but with the 
exception of a few of their sentences, not so easily detach- 
able, and of the equally few incidents Connected with 
them, contains, I think I may say, the whole of their finest 
writing, and every presentable scene that has been deservedly 
admired. 

Not that indecency has been the sole bar to approval 

* Workt qf Beaumont and Fletcher^ vol. i. p. (of Memoir) xlviL 
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for the «atne haste to please, and want of discretion in the 
mode of pleasing, — joined perhaps to necessities for re- 
cruiting the purse (Beaumont being a jounger brother, and 
Fletcher *s father, the bishop, having at least been free from 
the scandal of leaving his familj rich), — ^induced these illos- 
trious " gentlemen about town" to put up with improbable 
plots, gratuitous and disjointed scenes, extravagant effects, 
and all those other substitutions of the surprising for the 
satisfactory, that lower the dramatist into the melodramatist, 
and have abundantly subjected even these great geniuses 
to the mortifying consequences. The same imperfection of 
moral discernment, or carelessness to sharpen it, led them 
into mistakes of sentimentalism for sentiment, violence for 
sincerity, and heapings of superlative phrases for paint- 
ings of character. The truth is, that, great geniuses as 
they were, and exquisite in a multitude of passages, few 
even of the lovers of books read their works through. 
The most virilling admirers are not only repelled by the 
ribaldry, but tired by the want of truth and by the positive 
trash. They grow impatient of exits and entrances that 
have no ground but the convenience of the writers; of 
childish adventures, inconsistent speeches, substitutions of 
the authors themselves for their characters, sudden conver- 
sions of bad people to good, and heaps of talking for talk- 
ing's sake. If they hurry the perusal, they perceive nothing 
distinctly ; if they proceed step bv step, the impediments 
become vexatious ; and if, nevertheless, they resolve to read 
everything, they are always finding themselves in those foul 
places which delighted the courtiers of James the Firsts 
and which nauseate a modern reader to the soul. I have 
as little respect for prudery as anybody, and should be the 
last man in the world to formalise honest passion, or to 
deny to poetry and geniality that right poetic luxury of ex- 
pression which is analogous to the utterances of Nature her- 
self in the glowing beauty of her works ; but some years 
ago, in attempting a regular perusal of Beaumont and 
i^etcher, I found myself desisting on these accounts at the 
fifth or sixth play. I have just now finished the whole 
fi fby-two ; and though my task has been rewarded by the 
beautiful volume before us, and by the consciousness of having 
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done a service both to the authors and to the puhlic, I feel 
a strong conviction, that none but antiquarian editors, or 
persons with very strange tn^tes indeed, could over moko 
such a thorough- going perusal a labour of love. 

Beaumont and Fletcner, says Sir Walter Scott, may " bo . 
said to have taken for their model the boundless license of ' 
the Spanish stage, from which many of their pieces are ezr 
peessly and avowedly derived. The acts of their plays are 
so detached from each other, in substance and consistency, 
that the plot can scarce be said to hang together at all, or 
to have, in any sense of the word, a beginning, progress, and 
conclusion. It seems as if the play began because the cur- 
tain rose, and ended because it fell." 

*' Beaumont and Fletcher's piots," observes Coleridge, 
" are wholly inartificial ; they only care to pitch a character 
into a position to make him or her talk ; you must swallow 
all their gross improbabilities, and, taking it all for granted, 
attend only to the dialogue." 

These two judgments are quoted by Mr. Peter Cun- 
ningham in the notes to his edition of Campbell's Speeitnem 
of British Poets;* and they occasion him to observe, that, 
" you could not publish tales from their plays, but scenes 
and incidents of truth and beauty without number,** 

I was happy to find my project so felicitously prejudged. 
These scenes and incidents, it is trusted (as I have already 
intimated), the reader will find in the collection before him; 
though it must needs go to prove them not exactly *' without 
number." If two or three of the most popular should be sup- 
posed absent — such as lively passages of dialogue in the 
Chances, and Leon's taming of his bride in Eule a Wife and 
HaveaWife — it is to be borne in miud,that those acquaintances 
of tho old play-goer are not printed as the authors wrote them, 
but as they were adapted to the modern stage, and that my 
reasons for omitting the originals are the same which caused 
the adaptation. It is to be regretted that much of the wit 
of Beaumont and Fletcher is so inextricably interwoven with 
freedoms no longer endtired, that it has ceased to be pro- 
ducible either in theatres or private circles ; but,, saving the^ 

* FfUtion of 1841. 
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talk of King James's gentlemen, enough remains to show what 
it was ; and even of that, when it became decent, — " which,'* 
as Autoljcus sajs, "was odd," — ^intimations will not be found 
wanting. If Don John and Don Frederick are not here, 
talking of nurses and surgeons, yet here is Bessus, the 

Srince of cowards; and Lazarillo, who worships a good 
ish ; and Count Falore, who introduces him ; and La , Writ, 
the Little French Lawyer^ who bustles himself into 
being a dueUist ; and Monsieur Mount-Marine, who is 
hoaxed up through al^ the degrees of nobility with as many 
whisks of a sword ; and the Scomjul Lady, who anticipates 
the style of Congreve ; and Dtego, in thd Spanish Curate^ 
who cheats a lawyer, and bequeaths vast estates out of no- 
thing ; besides many an airy passage in transit4f that will 
not leave the best tone of the day, or of any day, undis- 
cernible. 

Again, if wit was the most popular, and seemed as if it 
would have been the most lasting quality of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, it has not turned out to be so. They were authors 
destined to survive only in fragments ; and the fragments for 
which they have been most admired, are serious ones, not 
comic,— speeches of forlorn maidens, descriptions of inno- 
cent boys, effusions of heroism and of martyrdom, songs of 
solitudes and of graves. Here are all those, and many to 
keep them company. Here are the most striking passages 
of their best and (as far as they could be given) of their 
worst characters, of their noble Caratachs and Mirandas, their 
good and wicked parents, their affecting children, their piteous 
sweet Euphrasias, Ordellas, and Julianas, — creations, many of 
which it did honoiur to the poets' hearts to conceive, and 
which, I have no doubt, their own conduct could have 
matched in corresponding manly worthiness, had circum- 
stances occurred to challenge it ; for though they were not 
Miltons, they were not WaUers, — much less the Kochesters 
whom they condescended to foreshadow. They did not grow 
baser, as they grew older ; nor, when a noble character pre- 
sented itself to their minds, did they fail, notwithstanding 
the weaknesses that beset them, to give it the welcome of 
uudoubting hearts, and of expression to its height. In the 
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tragedy of The FaUe One Septimius enters with the head of 
Pompey, which he has cut off, exclaiming — 

*Ti8 here ! 'Tis done ! — Behold, you fearful yiewers, 
Shake, and behold the model of the world here, 
The pride and strength ! Look ; look agam ; 'tis fimah'd ! 
That which whole arnaies, nay, whole nations. 
Many and mighty kings, have been struck blind at. 
Have fled before, wing'd with their fears and terrors. 
That steel'd War waited on, and Fortune courted, 
That high-plum'd Honour built up for her own ; 
Behold that mightiness, behold that fierceness, 
Behold that child of war, with all his glories. 
By this poor hand made breatliless — 
JekUias, Thou poor Roman, 

It was a sacred head I durst not heave at ; 
Nor heave a thought. 

And King Ptolemy, coming in, says — 

Stay ; come no nearer : 
Methinks I feel the very earth shake under me! 

And then CsBsar, to whom the head is presented as a 
trophy, addresses it as the whole awful man, and as a thing 
sacred: — 

O thou conqueror ! 
Thou glory of the world once, now the pity. 
Thou awe of nations, wherefore didst thou fidl thus ! 
What poor fate followed thee, and pluok*d thee on. 
To trust thy sacred life to an Egyptian P 
The light and life of Rome to a blind stranger. 
That honourable war ne'er taught a nobleness, 
Nor worthy circumstance show'd what a man was! 
Nothing can cover his high fame but heaven ; 
No pyramids set off his memories. 
But the eternal substance of his greatness. 

So when Ordella, in the tragedy of Thierry and Theodoret, 
is prepared to undergo any infliction for the good of the state, 
Thierry says — 

Suppose it death. 
Ord, I do. 

Thi, And endless parting 

With all we can call ourt^ with all our sweetness, 
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With youth, stroDgth, pleasure, people, time, nSy reason ! 

3For in the silent gmire no oonTersation, 

"So joyfol tread of friends, no voice of lovers, 
< ISo carefbl father's counsel, nothiag's heard, 

"Nor notiiing is, hut all ohlivion. 

Dust and an endless darkness. And dare you, woman. 

Desire this place ? 
Ord. 'Tis of all sleeps the sweetest. 

Children Ix^gin it to us, strong men seek it. 

And kings, from height of all their painted glories, 

Pall like spent exhaktions to this centre. — 
TAi. Then you can suffer? 

Ord, As willingly as say it. 

Thi. (to Ms friend Martell), Martdl, a wondor! 

Here is a woman that dares die. — ^Yet, tell me, 

Are you a wife ? 
Ord, I am, sir. 

Thi, And have children ? 

She sighs and weeps. 
Ord, Oh, none, sir. 

But the reader must turn to the rest. I shall be repeating 
the volume. 

Here, in a word, is all the best passion and poetry of the 
two £riends, such as I hope and believe they would have 
been glad to see brought together ; such as would have re- 
minded them of those happiest evenings which they spent 
in the same room, not pernaps when they had most wine in 
their heads, and were loudest, and merriest, and least 
pleased, but when they were most pleased both with them- 
selves and with all things, — serene, sequestered, feeling their 
companionship and their poetry sufficient for them, without 
needing the ratification of it by its fame, or echo; such 
evenings as those in which they wrote the description of 
the boy by the fountain's side, or his confession as Euphrasia, 
or Caratach's surrender to the Eomans, or the adaress to 
Sleep in Falentinian, or the divine song on Melancholy^ which 
must have made them feel as if they had created a solitude 
of their own, and heard the whisper of it stealing by their 
window. 

How, at such times, or on some rare and particular even- 
ing at such times (I hope not ofbener), must they not have 
been disposed to hate and abhor what they had conde- 
scended to write for the purpose of pleasing the court and 

b 



the eanaiUe ! — haw not hsve wished it all unsaid, and the 
money returned to the manager ; or that somebody could 
take the passages out of the books, and even squeeze the 
volumes together into one small tome, all poetry and pas- 
sion, dainty as spkes from Araby, and rescued from cor- 
ruption ! 

Xet me hope (if the hope itself be not immodest) that 
something of the kind has here been done. 

Beaumont and Fletcher were two bom poets, possessed 
of a noble and tender imagination, of great fant^ and wit, 
and of an excess of companionability and animal spirits, 
which, by taking them off m)m study, was their ruin. They 
had not patience to construct a play like Ben Jcmson, yet 
their sensibility and their purer vein of poetry have set 
them above him, even as dramatists. By the side of merely , 
conventional or artificial poets they are demigods : by the 
side of Shakspeare they were striplings, who never 
aniTod at years of discretion. Yet even as such, they show 
themselves of ethereal race ; and as lyrical poets, they sur- 
passed even Shakspeare. There was nothing to compare 
with their songs, for tenderness and sweetness, till the 
i^peaiance of Percy's Reliques, — ^and some of tlie best 
touches even of those were found to be from their hands. 

Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 

Thj Bonow ii in ytdn ; 
For Tiolets pinok'd the sweetest Bhoweis 

Will ne'er make grow again. 

This exquisite image is from a song in the QKeen of CorintA. 
The very cheeks of youth and innocence are not simpler and 
tweeter than these productions of Beaumont and Fletcher. 
Tou accept them as vou would actual sorrow, or the sig^t of 
artless tears. 

Laj a garknd on my hearse 

Of we dismal yew : 
Maidens, willow branches bear ; 

Say I died trae. 
Hy lore was false, but I was firm 

From my hour of birth ; 
Upon my buried body lie 

Lightly, gentle earth. 



So, the conclusions of the two beantifiii jstanzas in ibt^ 
Captain^ b^inning 

Aw^y, delights^ go seek sovae other dwelling :-— 

the mourner ^ays to Lo^e, 

Alas! for pity go^ 
And fire their heiurts 
That have^heen hard to thee : mine was itot so. 

And the cry of the poor m^d^is who would fain be resting 
like the one that is dead — 

Men cannot mock ob in the clay. 

But I skall be repeating the whole set. They haunt the 
memory, like airs of music. 

It is observable, that though Beaumont was his friend's 
junior by «ome years, and though he died earli^, ai^ wrote 
by far the less number that are collected as their joint pro- 
duction, his name always precedes that of his associate. 
This has been attributed to various causes. If it was not 
simply owing to the alphabetical precedence of an initial 
letter (a great adjuster of such ceremonies), it may have 
originated in the superior standing of Beaumont's family, 
which was very ancient, and allied to royalty. I agree, 
however, with those who attribute it, either to his having 
had the greater share in the composition of the plays first 
published, or to a feeling of respect towards the memory 
<^ the doflwi. Perhaps there was something in it also ot that 
reputation for superior judgment which has been awarded 
him by tradition, and in which my late attentive perusal 
of the plays has forced me to believe. I cannot help think- 
ing, that m those in which he is supposed to have been most 
eonoemed, there is a certain weighty both of style and sen- 
timent, in which the tread of his presence is discernible. 
Not but what I am of opinion that there Was a thorough 
83rmpathy of power on both sides, and that each of the two 
friends could either be grave or ^y, witty or imaginative, 
as he thought j^roper : — nothing dse, it a|)pears to me, could 
account for their writing so much in conjunction, and of a 
nature which for the most part is held to be so undistinguish- 
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able. Beaumont had spirits as well as wit enougli to let 
liimself go all lengths with his friend in the first instance 
(borne away by the robuster temperament of the man who 
lived longest) ; andFletcher was wise enough to be called back 
'^ on reflection," and to allow, that, pleasant as the extra* 
vagance was, it was not to be hazarded with " the dullards." 
I think also that Beaumont checked a certain mannerism and 
excess in Fletcher's versification ; though I still hold the 
opinion, however well contested it was by Mr. Darley, that 
in the more judicious moments of their ventures in that 
direction there were the germs of a finer, freer, more impul- 
sive, and therefore more suitably various system of musical 
modulation — ^that is to say, rhythmical as contradistinguished 
from metrical — ^than is supplied by the noble but conventional 
harmony of Shakspeare nimself, and such as might have 
struck a new note in our versification in general, or at all 
events in that of our drama. And Mr. Darley himself, who 
had not only a fine ear, but a profound sense both of the 
fonnative and modulative necessity of verse to poetry, as the 
shaper of its emotions into all their analogous beauty, ended 
his objections with expressing a wish to see a perfection 
which he despaired of.* Beaumont's death, however, and 
Fletcher's impatience, probably left their system undeveloped, 
supposing them to have consciously entertained it, or that it 
was anything better than an impulse. Such a novelty* too, 
might have required a nation more musically educated than 
ours, — ^perhaps of a more musical tendency by nature ; and 
Beaumont, who had already expressed himself indignant 
against censurers 

** Whose very reading made verse senseless prose" 

(perhaps in allusion to difficulties created by his experiments) 
would have had many a pang to undergo at finding his most 
scientific harmonies taken for discord. 

But this is not the place to discuss a theory ; and I must 
bring niy preface to a close. 

In makuig tiie selection no requisite trouble has been 

* Introduction to the first of the two editions published by Mr. Moxon» 
Tol. i. p. xli. Mr. Dyce's was the second. 



BEHABKfl. XXI 

spared. I have not busied myself with tasks befitting 
editors of entire works, such as collating texts with every 
possible copy, arbitrating upon every different reading, or 
even amending obviously corrupt ones ; though the latter 
abound in every edition, and the temptation to notice 
them is great. On the other hand, where readings were 
disputed, I have not failed to pay attention to the dispute, 
and make such conclusion as seemed best. I first perused 
the plays in succession, pen in hand, marking everything 
as it struck me ; then made the selection from the marked 
passages, on re-perusal ; and finally compared my text with 
that of the latest editions, and added the critical and expla- 
natory notes. I felt some hesitation with regard to such 
of the notes as contain encomiums from celebrated writers ; 
fearing that passages thus distinguished might throw a 
slur on the rest. But I reflected, that approbation in those 
eases does not imply the reverse in the others ; that the 
mere fact of selection conveys the tacit approbation which 
the selector may be qualified to give ; and above all, that 
poets like Beaumont andFletcher can "speak for themselves,'* 
and readers be often quite willing that they should do so. 

I must add, that though omissions, for obvious reasons, 
have been abundant, not a word has been altered. 

Above all, I must observe, that of the passages needing 
rejection, not a particle has been spared. The most cautioun 
member of a family may take up the volume at random, and 
read aloud from it^ without misgiving, in circles the mo.st 
refined. 
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BEAUMONT AND FLETCHEE. 



THE W0MAN-HATEB.1 

ADOBATIOK OF A DISH. 
Zazarilio, a diner-out, is bent upon feasting on an umbrana's head? 

Lazabillo and Boy. 

Laz, Go, run, search, pry in every nook and angle of the 
kitchens, larders, and pasteries; know what meat's 
boiled, baked, roast, lAewed, fried or soused, at this 
dinner, to be served directly, or indirectly, to every 
several table in the cpurt ; begone ! 

Boy, I run ; but not so fast as your mouth will do upon 
the stroke of eleven. [Exit. 

Xflz. What an excellent thing did God bestow upon man, 
when he did give him a good stomach! "What 
unbounded graces there are poured upon them that 
have the continual command of the very best of these 
blessings ! 'Tis an excellent thing to be a prince ; he 
is served with such admirable varietv of fare, such 

* The Woman-Hater is an absurd story of a dull and tiresome misogynist^ 
who charges an honest woman tcith licentiousness. The underplot, . 6g far 
the best thing in the play, is that of a diner-out, who pursues a present of 
fish through its various transferences from house to house, in order that he 
wffy partake of it : but the extracts in this volume relating to him are of 
ueeestity confined to one or two scenes. Fortunately they are the urittiest, 

' An umbrana^s head."] The umbrana (whose name comes, through 
•n Italian variation, from the umbrina, or umbra, of the Bomans) is a 
tpecies of turbot or halibut, formerly muctr in request. 

' C^ff the stroke of eleven.'] The usual dinner-hour at that time. 

B 
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innumerable choice of delicates; bis tables are full 

fraUjgbt with most nourishing food, and his cupboards 

heavy laden with rich wines ; his court is stul fiU'd 

with most pleasing varieties : in the summer his palace 

is full of green-geese, and in the winter it swarmeth 

woodcocks. Oh, thou goddess of Plenty ! 

Fill me this day with some rare delicateSsy 

And I will every year most constantly, 

As this day, celebrate a sumptuous feast 

(If thou wilt send me victuals) in thine honour ! 

And to it shall be bidden, for thy sake, 

Even all the valiant stomachs in the court ; 

All short-cloaked knights, and all cross-gartered 

gentlemen,^ 
All pump and pantofle, foot-cloth riders ;» 
"With all the swarming generation 
Of long stocks, short pain'd hose,' and huge stufTd 

doublets : 
All these shall eat, and, which is more than yet 
Hath e'er been seen, they shall be satisfied ! — 
I w^onder my ambassador returns not. 

Enter Boy. 

Bo}/. Here I am, master. 
Las, And welcome ! 

Brief, boy, brief! 

Discourse the service of each several table 

Compendiously. 
Boj/, Here is a biU of all, sir. 
Laz. G-ive it me ! [^Reads on the outside, 

" A bill of all the several services this day appointed 
for every table in the court." 

Aye, this is it on which mjr hopes rely ; 

Within this paper all my joys are closed ! 

Boy, open it, and read with reverence. 

CrosS'ffar/ered.'] A fashion of the day. 

^ Pantofle, foot-cloth riders,"] Biders in pantofles, a kind of slipper, 
who needed cloths hangin^^ across their horses, to protect their feet. 

' StoeksJ] Stocks were stockings, and short-paned hose breeches 
having paneSf or stripes, of different colours. 
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Bay, [^Reads.'] ''For the captain of the guard's table 
three chines of beef and two joles of sturgeon.'* 

L(u, A portly service ; 

But gross, gross. Proceed to the duke's own tabic. 
Dear boy, to the duke's own table ! 

Bay, " For ihe duke's own table, the head of an umbrana." 

Zaz, Is it possible P 

Can heaven be so propitious to the duke ? 

Boy, Yes, I'll assure you, sir, 'tis possible ; 
Heaven is so propitious to him. 

Z<tz, Why then, he is the richest prince alive ! 

He were the wealthiest monarch in all Europe, ^ 
B^d he no other torritories, dominions, 
Provinces, seats, nor palaces, but only 
That umbrana's head. 

Boy, 'Tis very fresh and sweet, sir ; the fish was taken but 
this night, and the head, as a rare novelty, appointed 
by special commandment for the duke's own table, thid 
dinner. 

Laz, K poor unworthy I may come to eat 
Of this most sacred dish, I here do vow 
(If that blind husvdfe Fortune will bestow 
But means on me) to keep a sumptuous house. 

[Scene changes to an apartment in the home of CountYolorey 
one of the nobles of Milan. "] 

Valore, Now am I idle ; I would I had been a scholar, that 
I might have studied now ! the punishment of meaner 
men is, they have too much to do ; our only misery 
is, that without company we know not what to do. 
I must take some of the common courses of our 
nobility, which is thus : if I can find no company that 
likes me, pluck off my hat-band, throw an old clonk 
over my face, and, as if I would not be known, walk 
hastily through the streets, till I be discovered ; then 
" there goes Count 8uch-a-one," says one ; " There goes 
Count Such-a-one" says another; "Look how fast 
he goes," says a third ; " There's some great matters 
in hand questionless," says a fourth; when all my 
business is to have them say so. This hath been used. 
Or, if I can find any company, I'll after dinner to the 
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stage to see a play ; where, when I first enter, too 
sTiall have a murmur in the house ; ereiy one that does 
not know, cries, " What nobleman is that P" all the 
gaUants on the stage rise, vail to me, kiss their hand, 
oU'er me their places: then I pick out some one^ 
whom I please to grace among the rest, take his seat, 
use it, throw my cloak over mj face, and laush at him : 
the poorgentleman imagines hunself most highlygraced; 
thiuKS ali the auditors esteem him one of my Dosomr 
friends, and in right speeial regard with me. J3ut here 
comes a gentleman, tnat I hope will make me better 
sport than either street or stage fooleries. 

\_Retirea to one aide of the stage. 

Enter LiiZABiLLa and Bov. 

• 

This man loves to eat good meat ; always provided he 
do not pay for it himself. He goes by the name of 
the Hungry Courtier. Marry, because I think that 
name will not sufficiently distinguish him (for no 
doubt he hath more fellows there) his name is Lazarillo ; 
he is none of these same ordinary eaters, that will 
devour three breakfasts and as many dinners, without 
any prejudice to their bevers,* drinkings, or suppers ; 
but he hath a more courtly kind of hunger, ana doth 
hunt more after novelty than plenty. I'll over-hear him. 

Laz. Oh, thou most itching kindly appetite. 
Which every creature in his stomach feels. 
Oh, leave, leave yet at last thus to torment me I 
Three several salads have I sacrificed, 
Bedew'd with precious oil and vinegar, 
Already to appease thy greedy wrath. — 
Bov! 

Boij. SiV? 

Laz, Will the count speak with me ? 

BoT/. One of his gentlemen is gone to inform him of your 
coming, sir. 

^ Bevers."] From bevere (Italian) to drink : — refreshments between 
meals ; CTidently so called from their having consisted, at least in the 
first instance, of liquid rather than soUd food ; which is the case with 
th'.so that still retain the name at college. 
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Lazn There is no way left for me to compass this fish-head, 
but by being presently made known to the duke. 

Boy. That will be bard, sir. 

Laz. When I have tasted of this sacred dish, 
Then shall my bones rest in my father's tomb 
In peace ; then shall I die most willingly, 
And. as a dish be served to satisfy 
Death's hunger ; and I will be buried thus : 
My bier shall be a charger borne by four *} 
The coffin where I lie, a powd'ring tub* 
Bestrew' d with lettuce and cool salad-herbs ; 
My winding-sheet, of tansies ; the black guards 
Shall be my rolemn mourners ; and, instead 
Of ceremonies, wholesome burial prayers ; 
A printed dirge in rhyme shall bury me ; 
Instead of tears let them pour capon-sauce 
Upon my hearse, and salt instead of dust ; 
Manchets^ for stones ; for other glorious shields 
Give me a voider ;* and above my hearse. 
For a hack'd sword, my naked knife stuck up ! 

[Valoee comes forwareL 

Soy* Master, the count's here. 

Laz. Where ? — My lord, I do beseech you 

[Kneelinff^ 

Vol, You are very welcome, sir ; I pray you stand up; \oa 
shall dine with me. 

Las. I do beseech your lordship, by the love I still have 
borne to your honourable hous e 

Val. Sir, what need all this ? you shall dine with me. I 
pray rise. 

Laz. Perhaps your lordship takes me for one of these same 
fellows, that do, as it were, respect victual*?. 

^ Chargers.'] The great dish formerly so called. 

^ Powdering tub7\ Now called a salting tub, 

^ The black guard.'] A nickname for those menials who, when goods* 
were carried from one lio?ise to another during visits (a oommon custom 
with the greatest in those days), had the charge of the x^ots, kettles, 
coal-skuttles, &c. 

* Manc/iets.] Brick loaves of the finest wliite bread. 

* Voider.] The tray into which the remnants of dinner were swept 
off the table. 
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VaL Ob, sir, by no means. 

Laz. Your lordship has often promised, that whensoever I 
should affeot greatness, your own hand should help to 
raise me. 

VaL And so much still assure yourself of. 

Laz, And though I must confess I have ever shunn'd popu- 
larity, by the example of others, yet I do now feel 
myself a little ambitious. Your lordship is great, and, 
though young, yet a privy-councillor. 

Fal, I pray you, sir, leap into the matter ; what would you 
have mo do for you r 

Zaz. I would entreat your lordship to make me known to 
the duke. 

Fal. "When, sir ? 

Laz. Suddenly, my lord : I would have you present me 
unto him this morning. 

VaL It shall be done. But for what virtues would you 
have him take notice of you ? 

Las. 'Faith, you may entreat him to take notice of me for 
anything ; for being an excellent farrier, for playing 
well at span-counter, or sticking knives in walls ; for 
being impudent, or for nothing ; why may I not be a 
favourite on the sudden ? I see nothing against it. 

FaL Not so, sir ; I know you have not the face to be a 
favourite on the sudden. 

Zaz. "Why then, you shall present me as a gentleman well 
qualified, or one extraordinary seen in divers strange 
mysteries. 

FaL In what, sir ? as how ? 

Zaz. Marry as ttius : you shall bring me in, and after a 
little other talk, taking me by tlie hand, you shall utter 
these words to the duke : " May it please your grace, 
to take note of a gentleman, well read, deeply learned, 
and thoroughly grounded in the hidden knowledge of 
all salads and pot-herbs whatsoever.'* 

Fal. 'Twill be rare ! 
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[POETICAIi MTSTinCATIOir,^] 

Scene changes to the presence of the Duke, who is about 

to leave, 

Vedore. Let me entreat your Grace to stay a Uttle, 
To know a gentleman, to whom yourself 
Is much beholding. He hath made the sport 
Pot your whole court these eight years, on my know- 

JDuke. His name P [ledge. 

VaL Lazarillo. 

Duke. I heard of him this morning ; 
Which is he ? 

VaL (aside) Lazarillo, pluck up thy spirits ! 

Thy fortunes are now raismg ; the duke calls for thee. 

Laz, H!ow must I speak to him P 

VaL 'Twas well thought of. You must not talk to him, 
As you do to an ordinary man. 
Honest plain sense, but you must wind about him. 
For example, — ^if he should ask you what o'clock it is. 
You must not say, " If it please your grace, 'tis nine ;" 
But thus, "Thrice three o'clock, so please my sovereign;'* 
Or thus, " Look how many Muses there doth dwell 
Upon the sweet banks of the learned well, 
And just so many strokes the clock hath struck ;" 
And so forth. And you must now and then 
Enter into a description. 

Laz. I hope I shall do it. 

Vol. Come ! " May it please your grace to take note of a 
gentleman, well seen, deeply read, and throughly 
grounded in the hidden knowledge of all salads and 
pot-herbs whatsoever." 

Dmke* I shall desire to know him more inwardly. 

Lag. I kicn the ox-hide of your grace's foot. 

Val^ (aside to him,) Yerj well !— "Will jour grace question 
him a little P 

Duke. How old are you? 

Laz. Full eight-and-twenty several almanacks 
Have been compiled, all for sever^ years, 
Since first I drew this breath ; four prenticeships 
Have I most truly served in this world ; 
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And eiglit-and-twenty times hath PhoDbns' car 
Bun out its yearly course, since 

Duke, I understimd you, sir. 

Lucio. How like an ignorant poet he talks ! 

Duke, You are eight-and-twenty years old. What time of 
the day do you hold it to be ? 

Zaz. About the time that mortals whet their knives 
On thresholds, on their shoe-soles, and on stairs* 
Now bread is grating, and the testy cook 
Hath much to do now : now the tables al l 

Duke. 'Tis almost dinner time P 

Laz, Tour grace doth apprehend me very rightly. 

COUBT SIGHTS XSJ) WSLCOMES. 

Oriana, 'Faith, brother, I must needs go yonder. 
Valore. And i'faith, sister, what will you do yonder P 
Oru I know the lady Honoria will be glad to see me. 
Val, Glad to see you P Taith, the lady Honoria cares for 
you as she doth for all other young ladies ; she is glad 
to see you, and will shew you the garden, and tell you 
how many gowns the duchess had. Marry, if you have 
ever an old uncle, that would be a lord, or ever a kins- 
man that hath done a murder, or committed a robbery, 
and wiU give good store of money to procure his 
pardon, then the lady Honoria will be glad to see 
you. 
Oru Ay, but they say one shall see fine sights at the court* 
VaL I'll tell you what you shall see. You shall see many 
faces of man's making, for you shall find very few as 
God left them. And you shall see many legs too. 
Amongst the rest you shall behold one pair, the feet of 
which were in times past sockless, but are now, through 
the change of time (that alters all things,) very 
strangely become the legs of a knight and courtier. 
Another pair you shall see, that were heir-apparent 
legs to a glover. These legs hope shortly to oecome 
honourable. When they pass by, they will bow ; and 
the mouth to these legs '^dU seem to offer you some 
courtship. It will swear, but it will lie. Hear it not ! 
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SONG OF A SAD HEABT. 

Come, sleep, and with thy sweet deceiving 

Lock me in delight awhile ; 

Let some pleasing dreams beguile 

All my fancies ; that firom thence, 

I may feel an influence, 
All my powers of care bereaving ! 

Though but a shadow, but a sliding. 
Let me know some little joy ! 
"We that suffer long annoy. 
Are contented with a thought. 
Through an idle fancy wrought : 

Oh, let my joys have some abiding ! 



PHILASTER : OR, LOVE LIES A-BLEEDma.» 

LOVE MADB BY A LADY. 

Arethusa^ the daughter of the reigning King of Sicily, makes honourable 
love to Philaster, ilie rightful heir to tite crown^ 

Abethtjsa and One of her Ladies. 

Aretku9a, Comes he not ? 

Lady. Madam ? 

Are. Will Philaster come ? 

Lady. Dear madam, you were wont to credit me 

At first. 
Are. But didst thou tell me so ? 

1 am forgetful, and my woman's strength 

^ Philatter is the storg of an injured heir to the throne, tchote rights are 
i!nalig atfjusted bg a marriage with the usur^er*s daughter, who loves and 
is beloved by him. Anot/ter lady, disguised as a page, is also in love with him, 
and is made the cause of mistakes and jealousies, which produce great 
troubles. 

Fhilaster : or. Love lies a-Bleeding.'] This pretty title, in which 
A graceful name, a tender calamity, and the image of a beautiful 
flower are so happily mixed up, must have added to the popularity for 
which the play before us was celebrated. Beaumont and Fletcher are 
generally nappy in the titles of their plays and the names of their cha- 
racters. Those before us, — ^Fhilasteb, Abethusa, Euphbasia, 
BsLLABio, axe eupremely elegant. 
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I 

Is 80 o'ercharged with dangers like to grow 
About my marriage, that these under things 
Dare not abide in such a troubled sea. 
How look'd he, when he told thee he would come P 

Lady. "Why, well. 

Are, And not a little fearful ? 

Lady, Fear, madam ! sure, he knows not what it is. 

Are. Tou all are of his faction ; the whole court 
Is bold in praise of him : whilst I 
May live neglected, and do noble things, 
As fools in strife throw gold into the sea, 
Drown'd in the doing. But I know he fears. 

Lady, Methought his looks hid more of love than fear. 

Are, Of love ? to whom ? to you ? — 

Did you deliver those plain words I sent. 
With such a winning gesture and quick look, 
That you have caught nim ? 

Lady, Madam, I mean to you. 

Are, Of love to me ? alas ! thy ignorance 

Lets thee not see the crosses of our births. 
Nature, thatToves not to be questioned 
"Why she did this or that, but has her ends. 
And knows she does well, never gave the world 
Two things so opposite, so contrary. 
As he and I am. If a bowl of blood. 
Drawn from this arm of iaine, would poison thee, 
A draught of his would cure thee. Of love to me P 

Lady, Madam, I think I hear him. 

Are, Bring him in. 

Te gods, that would not have your dooms withstood. 
Whose holy wisdoms at this time it is 
To make the passions of a feeble maid 
The way unto your justice, I obey. 

Enter Philasteb. 

Lady. Here is my lord Philaster. 
Are. Oh ! 'tis well. 

Withdraw yourself. 
PAi. Madam, your messenger 

Made me believe you wish'd to speak with me. 
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Are, *Tis true, Fhilaster ; but the words are such 

I have to say, and do so ill beseem 

The mouth of woman, that I wish them said, 

And yet am loth to speak them. Havo you known. 

That I have aught detracted from your worth P 

Have Un person wrong'd vou ? Or have set 

My baser instruments to throw disgrace 

Upon your virtues ? 
P^». Never, madam, you. 
Are, "Why, then, should you, in such a public place, 

Injure a princess, and a scandal lay 

Upon my fortunes, famed to be so great ; 

Calling a great part of my dowry in question P 
Phi, Madam, this truth which I shall speak, will be 

Foolish : but, for your fair and virtuous self^ 

I could afford myself to have no right 

To anything you wish'd. 
Are, Philaster, know, 

I must enjoy these kingdoms. 
Phi, Madam! Both? 
Are. Both, or I die. By fate, I die, Philaster, 

If I not calmly may enjoy them both. 
Phi, I would do much to save that noble life ; 

Yet would be loth to have posterity 

Eind in our stories, that Philaster gave 

His right unto a sceptre and a crown, 

To save a lady's longing. 
Are, Nay then, hear ! 

I must and will have them, and more 

Phi, What more P 

Are, Or lose that little life the gods prepared 

To trouble this poor piece of earth withaL 
Phi, Madam, what more P 
Are, Turn, then, away thy face. 
Phi, No. 
Are, Do. 
^hi, I cannot endure it. Turn away my face ? 

I never yet saw enemy that look*d 

So dreadfully, but that I thought myself 
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Ab great a basilisK as he ; or spake 
So horrible, but that I thought mj tongue 
j Bore thunder underneath, as much as his; 

' / Nor beast that I could turn from. Shall I then 
Begin to fear sweet sounds ? a lady's voice, 
Whom I do love ? Say, you would have my life ; 
Why, I will give it you ; for 'tis of me 
A thing 80 loath' d, and unto you that ask 
Of so poor ufie, that I shall make no priqe : 
If you entreat, I will unmov'dly hear. 

Are, Yet, for my sake, a little bend thy looks, 

Fhi. I do. 

Are, Then know, I must have them, and thee. 

Phi. And me ? 

Are, Thy love ; without which all the land 
Discover'd yet, will serve me for no use, 
But to be buried in. 

Vhu Is't possible ? 

Are, With it, it were too little to bestow 

On thee. Now, though thy breath do strike me dead, 
(Which, know, it may) I have unript my breast. 

Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble thoughts, 
To lay a train for this contemned life. 
Which you may have for asking. To suspect 
Were base, where I deserve no ill. Love you, 
By all my hopes, I do, above my life : 
But how this passion should proceed from you 
So violently, would amaze a man 
That would be jealous. 

Are, Another soul, mto my body shot, 

Could not have fill'd me with more strength and spirit^ 

Than this thy breath. But spend not hasty time. 

In seeking how I came thus. 'Tis the gods, 

The gods, that make me so ; and, sure, our love 

Will be the nobler, and the better blest, 

In that the secret justice of the gods 

Is mingled with it. How shall we devise 

To hold intelligence, that our true loves, 

On any new occasion, may agree 
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What path is best to tread ? 

Phi, I have a boy, 

Sent by the gods, I hope, to this intent, 

Not yet seen in the court. Hunting the buck, 

I found him sitting by a fountain's side, 

Of which he borrowed some to quench his thirst. 

And paid the nymph again as much in tears. 

A garland lay mm by, made by himself, 

Of many several flowers, bred in the bay,* 

Stuck in that mystic order, that the rareness 

Delighted me : out ever when he tum'd 

His tender eyes upon 'em, he would weep, 

As if he meant to make 'em grow again. 

Seeing such pretty helpless iLoce^ p. ' 

Dwell in his face, I ask'd him all his story. 

He told me^ that his parents gentle died, 

licaving him to the mercy of the fields, 

Which gave him roots ; and of the crystal springs, ^ 

Which did not stop their coiu'ses ; and the sun, 

Which still, he thank'd him, yielded him his light. 

Then took he up his garland, and did shew 

What every flower, as coimtiy people hold. 

Did signify ; and how all, ordered thus, 

Express'd his grief: and, to my thoughts, dia read 

The prettiest lecture of his country art 

That could be wish'd : so that, methought, I could 

Have studied it. I gladly enterfcain'd him, 

Who was [as] glad to follow ; and have got 

The trustiest, loving' st, and the gentlest boy, 

That ever master kept. Him will I send 

To wait on you, and Dear our hidden love.^ 

Are. 'Tis well. No more. [Re-enter Lady. 

* Bred in the baif!] Of Messina ; in which city and its neighbourhood 
tlie scenes of the play are laid. 

- It has been thought that thb long description of his page, especially 
by a lover who has just had a declaration made to him by a lady, is one 
<M those instances of misplaced indulgence of the pen, with which our 
poets are som etimes too justly chargeable. But I cannot help thinking it 
an exquisite instance to the contrary, — an irrelevancy purposely dwelt 
iroon by the lover, to enable the lady to recover her spirits, by giving to 
mkr sudden intercourse an air of perfect comfort and the very privilege? 
ofhabit. 
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LOVE LOTH TO TART WITH THE OBJECT OF ITS WOUSHIP. 

Euphrasia, who for love of Philaster hag dUgtnted herself a» a boy, emd 
been taken into his service vnder the name of BelUuriOf endeaootirt 
to avoid becomiftg page to the Princess Arei/utsa» 

Enter Philastxb and Bellabio. 

Phi, And thou flhalt find her honourable, boy; 
EuU of regard unto thy tender youth, 
Eor thine own modesty ; and for my sake, 
Apter to give than thou wilt be to ask ; 
Aye, or deserve. 

Bel, Sir, you did take me up when I was nothing ; 
And only yet am something, by being yours. 
You trusted me unknown ; and that which you were apt 
To construe a simple innocence in me. 
Perhaps might have been craft ; the cunning of a boy 
Hardened in lies and theft : yet ventured you 
To part my miseries and me ; for which, 
I never can expect to sen'e a lady 
That bears more honour in her breast than you. 

Fill, But, boy, it will prefer thee. Thou art young, 
And bear'st a childish overflowing love 
To them that clap thy cheeks, and speak thee fair: 
But when thy judgment comes to ride those passionSy 
Thou wilt remember best those careM friends. 
That placed thee in the noblest way of Ufe. 
She is a princess I prefer thee to. 

Bel. In that small time that I have seen the world, 
I never knew a man hasty to part 
With a servant he thought trusty. I remember. 
My father would prefer the boys he kept 
To greater men than he ; but did it not 
Till they were grown too saucy for himselt 

Phi, Why, gentle boy, I find no fault at all 
In thy behaviour. 

Bel. Sir, if I have made 

A fault of ignorance, instruct my youth : 
I shall be willing, if not apt, to leam ; 
Age and experience will adorn my mind 
With larger knowledge : and if I have done 
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A wilful &iilt, think me not past all hope, 
!For once. What master holds so strict a hand 
Over his boy, that he will part with him 
Without one warning P Let me be corrected. 
To break mj stubbornness, if it be so, 
Bather than turn me off; and I shall mend. 

Phi, Thy love doth plead so prettily to stay, 

That, trust me, I could weep to part with the3. 

Alas ! I do not turn thee off; thou know'st 

It is my business that doth call thee hence ; 

And, when thou art with her, thou dwell'st with me ; 

Think so, and 'tis so. And when time is full. 

That thou hast well discharged this heavy trust. 

Laid on so weak a one, I will again 

With joy receive thee : as I live, I will. 

Nay, weep not, gentle boy ! 'Tis more than time 

Thou did'st attend the princess. 

Bel. I am gone. 

But since I am to part with you, my lord, 
And none knows whether I shall live to do 
More service for you, take this little prayer : — 
Heav'n bless your loves, your fights, all your designs : 
May sick men, if they have your wish, be welL [Exit. 

LOTB DESCEITJED BT LOVE. 

Abbthtjsa, Lady, and Bellabio. 

Are. Where's the boy ? 
Lady, Here, madam. 

Enter Bellario. 

Jre, Sir, you are sad to change your service ; is't not so ? 
Bel. Madam, I have not changed ; I wait on you, 

To do him service. 
Are. Thou disclaim'st in me.* 

Tell me thv name. 

m 

Bel. Bellaria 

Are. Thou can'st sing, and play P 

Bel. If grief will give me leave, madam, I can. 

^ Thou diaclainCst in me.'] A phrase of the time ; meaning, thou dis- 
daimest any interest in mjseif. 
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Are. Alas ! what kind of grief can thy years know ? 

Hadst thou a curst master when tnou went'st to school P 

Thou art not capable of other grief ; 

Thy brows and cheeks are smooth as waters be, 

Wnen no breath troubles them. Belieye me, boj, 

Care seeks out wrinkled brows and hollow eyes, 

And builds himself caves, to abide in them. 

Come, sir, tell me truly, does your lord loye me P 

Beh Love, madam ? I know not what it is. 

Are, Canst thou know grief, and never yet knew'st love P 
Thou art deceived, boy. Does he speak of me, 
As if he wish'd me well P 
, \BeL If it be love 

-, To forget aH respect of his own friends. 
In thinJcing of your face ; if it be love 
To sit cross-arm'd and sigh away the day. 
Mingled with starts, crying your name as loud 
And hastily as men i' the streets do fire ; 
If it be love to weep himself away, 
Wlien he but hears of any lady dead. 
Or killed, because it might have been your chance; 

^ If, when he goes to rest (which will not be) 
■ I 'Twixt every prayer he says, to name you once, 
As others drop a bead, — be to be in love, 
Then, madam, I dare swear he loves you. 

Are. Oh, you're a cunning boy, and taught to lie, 
Tor your lord's credit : but thou know'st, a lie 
That bears this sound is weleomer to me 
Than any truth that says he loves me not. 
Lead the way, boy. — ^Do you attend me too. — 
'Tis thy lord's business hastes me thus. Away. 

\Exeunf. 

A THREAT OF VEKGEANCB. ]f »♦ ^^ 

Keep this fault, 
/ As you would keep your health, from the hot air 
Of the corrupted people, or, by heaven, 
I will not fall alone. What I have known 
Shall be as public as a print ; all tongues 
&li:ill speak it, as they do the language they 
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Are bom in ; as free and eominonlj ; I'll set it. 
Like a prodigious star, for all to gaze at ; 
So high and glowing, that kingdoms far and foreign | 
Shall read it there ; nay, trayei with't till they find 1 
No tongue to make it more, nor no more people ; 1 
And then behold the fall of your fair princess.^ < 

JEAXOUST. 

ji lord of the court having out of mistaken zeal for the welfare qfPhtlaster 
rendered Mm jealous of the Princess and BeiiariOf brings them all three 
into peril of their lives, 

Philasteb left altme. 

Phi. Oh, that I had a sea 

Within my breast to quench the fire I feel ! 
It more afflicts me now, to know by whom 
This deed is done, than simply that 'tis done. 
Oh that, like beasts, we coma not grieve ourselves 
"With that we see not ! Bucks and rams will fight, 
To keep their females, standing in their sight ; 
But take 'em from them, and you take at once 
Their spleens away ; and they will fall again 
Into their pastures, growing fresh and fat. 
And taste the waters of the spnngs as sweet 
As 'twas before, finding no start in sleep :' 
But miserable man — 

Enter Bellabio with a letter. 

See, see, you gods, 
He walks still ; and the face you let him wear 
When he was innocent, is still the same, 
Kot blasted ! Is this justice ? Do you mean 

* This passage is one of those instances of a magnificent idea spoiled 
\fy mislocaiion, which are too often found in Beaumont bnd Fletcher. 
And observe the consequent anti'Climax. A bad woman is threatening 
ft father with defamation of his child ; and she raises a phenomenon 
in the' heavens which of itself is truly grand and awful, a spectacle 
lor a world, in order to represent what at the utmost could be 
nothing but a scandal confined to a particular country. A comet 
leads kingdoms forth to travel by its light, in order to arrive at 
nothing greater than the fall of a princess, by a lie about a boy ! 

^ Jnd taste the voters, Sfc."] One of the editors changed wafers to 
iM/ar, in order to Boit the *Ikoas ; and probably it was first written 
ao : yet this confusion of singular and plural numbers was not un- 
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To intrap mortality, that yon allow 

Treason so smooth a brow ? I cannot now 

Think he is guilty. 
BeL Health to you, my lord ! 

The princess doth commend her love, her life, 

And this, unto you. 
Phi. Oh,Bellario! 

Now I perceive she loves me ; she does shew it 

In loving thee, my boy. She has made thee brave. 
BeL My lord, she has attired me past my wish. 

Past my desert ; more fit for ner attendant, 

Though far unfit for me, who do attend. 
JPhi. Thou art grown courtly, boy.— Oh, let all women, 

That love black deeds, learn to dissemble here ; 

Here, by this paper ! She does write to me, 

As if her heart were mines of adamant 

To all the world besides ; but, unto me, 

A maiden-snow that melted with my looks. — 

Tell me, my boy, how doth the princess use thee ? 

Por I shaD guess her love to me by that. 
BeL Scarce like her servant, but as if I were 

Something allied to her ; or had preserved 

Her life three times by my fidelify. 

As mothers fond do use their only sons ; 

As I'd use one that's left unto my trust, 

Por whom my life should pay if he met harm, 

So she does use me. 
Phi. Why, this is wond'rous well : 

But what kind language does she feed thee with P 

common with our old poets, not excepting the most learned of them. 
Spenser allows himself the Hcense, for tlie sake of a rhyme : — 
And oftentimes loud strokes and ringing sowndes 
Erom under that deepe rock most horribly rebowndes. 

Faerie Queene, Book iii. Canto 3. St. 9. 
So Shakspeare, in an instance still more direct to tlie purpose 
before us : — 

Hark, liark, the lark at heaven's gate smgs. 

And Phoebus 'gins arise 
His steeds to water at those springs^ 
On chaliced flowers that lies, 

CymleUnet toL iii. St. 2. 
** Finding no start in sleep" is very pathetic. 
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Bel, Why, she does tell me, she will trust my youth 
Witn all her loving secrets ; and does call me 
Her pretty servant ; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you ; she'll see my services 
[Regarded ; and such words of that soft strain, 
That I am nearer weeping when she ends, 
Than ere she spake. 

Fhi, This is much better still. 

Bel, Are you not ill, my lord ? 

Phi. lU P No, BeUario. 

Bel, Methinks, your words 

Pall not from off your tongue so evenly, 
Nor is there in your looks that quietness 
That I was wont to see. 

Fht, Thou art deceived, boy. 
And she strokes thy head ? 

Bel, Yes. 

Phi, And she does clap thy cheeks ? 

Bel, She does, my lord. 

Phi, And she does kisa thee, boy P ha ! 

BeL How, my lord ? 

Phi. She kisses thee ? 

Bel, Not so, my lord. 

Phi, Come, come, I know she does. 

BeL No, by my life. Fall rocks upon his head, 
That put this to you ! 'Tis some subtle train, 
To bring that noble frame of yours to nought. 

Phi, Thou think' st I will be angry with thee. Come, 
Thou shalt know all my drift ; — I hate her more 
Than I love happiness, and plac'd thee there. 
To pry with narrow eyes into her deeds. 

Bel. My lord, you did mistake the boy you sent. 
Had she a sin that way, I would not aid 
Her base desires ; but what I came to know 
As servant to her, I would not reveal, 
To make my life last ages. 

Phi. Oh, my heart ! 

This is a salve worse than the n^ain disease. 
Tell me thy thoughts ; for I will know the least 

\Draw9. 
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That dwells within thee, or will rip thy heart 

To know it : I will see thy thoughts as plain 

As I do now thy face. 
Bel. Why, so you do. [Kneels, 

She is (for aught I know) by all the gods, 

As chaste as ice : but were she foul as hell. 

And I did know it thus, the breath of kings. 

The points of swords, tortiu*es>. nor bulls of brass^ 

Should draw it from me. 
JPhL Then it is no time 

To dally with thee ; I will take thy life. 

For I do hate thee : I could curse thee now. 
Bel. If you do hate, you could not curse me worse : 

The gods have not a punishment in store 

Greater for me, than is your hate. 
F/d. Fie, fie. 

So young and so dissembling ! 
Bel. When I lie 

To save my life, may I live long and loath'd. 

Hew me asunder, and, whilst I can think, 

1*11 love those pieces you have cut away, 

Petter than those that grow ; and kiss those limbs^ 

Because you made 'em so. 
rhi. Fear'st thou not death ? 

Can boys contemn that ? 
Bel. Oh„ what boy is he 

Can be content to live to be a man, 

That sees the best of men thus passionate, 

Thus without reason ? 
P/ii. Oh, but thou dost not know 

What 'tis to die. 
I Bel. Yes, I do know, my lord: 

'Tis less than to be born ; a lasting sleep ;, 

A quiet resting from all jealousy ; 

A thing we all pursue. I know besides, 

It is but giviuff over of a game 

That must be lost. 
jP/ii. But there are pains, false boy. 

For perjured souls t think but on these,, and theoz 

Thy heart will melt, and thou wilt utter alL 
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JSel. May they fidl npoa me whilst I live, 
K I be peijured, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with ! If I be false, 
Send me to suffer in those pimishments 
Ton speak of; kill me. 

J%i. Oh, what should I do ? 

"Why, who can but believe him ? He does swear 
So earnestly, that if it were not true, 
The gods would not endure him. Eise, Bellariol 
Thy protestations are so deep, and thou 
Dost look so truly, when thou utter' st them, 
That though I know *em false as were my hopes, 
I cannot urge thee further. But thou wert 
To blame to injure me, for I must love 
Thy honest looks, and take no revenge upon 
Thy tender youth. A love from me to thee 
Is firm, whate'er thou dost. It troubles me 
That I have call'd the blood out of thy cheeks, 
That did so well become thee. But, good boy, 
Let me not see thee more. Sometlung is done. 
That will distract me, that will make me mad, 
K I behold thee. If thou tender'st me, 
Let me not see thee. 

jBeL I will fly as far 

As there is morning, ere I give distaste 
To that most honour*d mind. But through these teare. 
Shed at my hopeless parting, I can see 
A -world of treason practis'd upon you, 
I And her, and me. Tarewell, for evermore 1 
/ If you shall hear that sorrow struck me dead, 
/ And after find me loyal, let there be 
I A tear shed from you in my memory, 
And I shall rest at peace. 

PAt. Blessing be with thee, 

Whatever thou deserv'st! — 'Oh, where shall I 
Go bathe this body ? Nature, too unkind. 
That made no medicine for a troubled mind ! 
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Aretkusa^s Jpartment m the Palace* 

Enter Absthusa. 

Are. I marvel my boy comes not back again : 
But that I know mj love will Question him 
Over and over, how I slept, waked, talk'd — 
How I remembered him when his dear name 
Was last spoke— and how, when I sigh'd, wept, sung, 
And ten thousand such — I should be angry at his stay. 

Enter King. 

Ki?iff. What, at your meditations ? Who attends you P 
Arc, None but my single self. I need no guard ; 

I do no wrong, nor fear none. 
Kinff. Tell me, have you not a boy P 
Are. Tea, sir. 
Kinff. What kind of boy ? 
Are. A page, a waiting-boy. 
Kiiiff. A handsome boy P 
Are. I think he be not ugly : 

Well qualified, and dutiful, I know Imn ; 

I took him not for beauty. 
King. He speaks, and sings, and plays P 
Are. Yes, sir ! 
Kinff. About eighteen ? 
Are. I never ask*d his age. 
King. Is he full of service P 
Are. By your pardon, why do you ask P 
King, Put him away. 
Are. Sir! 

King. Put away that boy. 
Are. Let me have reason for it, sir, and then 

Tour will is my command. 
King. Do not you blush to ask it ? Cast him off. 

Or I shall do the same to you. You're one 

Shame with me, and so near unto myself, 

That, by my life, I dare not tell myself, 

What you, myself, have done. 
Are. What have I done, my lord ? 
\ King. 'Tis a new language, that all love to learn : 
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The oommcm people speak it well already : 
They need no grammar. Understand me well ; 
There be foul whispers stirring. Cast him of^ 
And suddenly. Do it ! Farewell. lExit Knra. 

Jre. Where may a maiden live securely free, 

Keeping her honour safe ? Not with the living ; 
f ^-^ j They feed upon opinions, errors, dreams. 

And make 'em truths ; they draw a noxurishment 
Out of defamings, grow upon disgraces ; 
. I . And, when they see a virtue fortified 
' 1 ! Strongly above the battery of their tongues, 
! Oh, how they cast to sink it ; and, defeated, 
(Soul-sick with poison) strike the monuments 
Where noble names lie sleeping ; till they sweat, 
And the cold marble melt 

Enter Philaster. 

Phi. Peace to your fairest thoughts, my dearest mistress ! 

Jre. Oh, dearest servant, I have a war within me-. 

FM. He must be more than man, that makes these crystals 
!Bun into rivers. Sweetest fair, the cause ? 
And, as I am your slave, tied to your goodness, 
Tour creature, made again from what I was. 
And newly-spirited, I'll right your honour. 

Jre. Oh, my best love, that boy ! 

Fhi. Wliat boy ? 

Are, The pretty boy you gave me 

JPhi. What of him ? 

Are. Must be no more mine. 

Fhi. Why? 

Are. They are jealous c^ him. 

Phi. Jealous! who? 

Are. The king. 

Phi. Oh, my fortune ! 

Then 'tis no idle jealousy. [^Aaide.'] — Let him go. 

Are. Oh, cruel ! 

Are you hard-hearted too ? who shall now tell you, 
How much I lov'd you? who shall swear it to you? 
And weep the tears I send ? who shall now bring you 
Letters, rings, bracelets ? lose his health in service ? 
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Wake tedious nights in stories of your praiteP 

Who shall now smg your crying elegies i 

And strike a sad soul into senseless pictures, 

And make them mourn P who shall take up his lote^ 

And touch it, till he crown a silent sleep 

Upon my eye-lid, making me dream, and cry, 

" Oh, my dear, dear Phikster I" 

Phi. . ^asideJ] Oh, my heart ! 

Would he had broken thee, that made thee know^ 
This lady was not loyal. — Mistress, forget 
The boy : I'll get thee a far better. 

Are. Oh, never, never such a boy again, 
As my Bellario ! 

FhL 'Tis but your fond affection. 

Are. With thee, my boy, farewell for ever 
All secrecy in servants ! Farewell faith ! 
And all desire to do well for itself ! 
Let all that shall succeed thee, for thy wrongs. 
Sell and betray chaste love ! 

Phi. And all this passion for a boy ? 

Are. He was your boy ; you put nim to me ; and 
The loss of such must have a mourning for ['em.] 

Phi. Oh, thou forgetful woman ! 

Are. How, my lord ? 

Phi. False Arethusa ! 

Hast thou a medicine to restore my wits. 
When I have lost 'em P If not, leave to talk. 
And [to] do thus. 

Are. Do what, sir ? Would you sleep ? 

Phi. For ever, Arethusa. Oh, ye gods. 

Give me a worthy patience ! Have I stood 
IN'aked, alone, the shock of many fortunes P 
Have I seen mischiefs numberless and mighty 
Grow like a sea upon me P Have I taken 
Danger as stem as death into my bosom, 
And laugh'd upon it P made it but a mirth. 
And flung it by P Do I live now like him. 
Under tins tyrant king, that languishing 
Hears his sad bell, and sees his mourners P Do I 
Bear all this bravely, and must sink at kngth 
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Under a woman's fidsehood ? Oh, that boy, 
That cursed boy ! 

Are^ Nay, then I am betray'd : 

I feel the plot cast for my overthrow. 
Oh, I am wretched ! 

Vhi, Now jou may take that little right I have 
To this poor kingdom. Give it to your joy; 
For I have no joy in it. Some far place, i 

Where never womankind durst set her foot, 
Por bursting with her poisons, must I seek, 1 

And live to curse you : ! 

There dig a cave, and preach to birds and beasts 
What woman is, and help to save them irom you : j 

How Heaven is in your eyes, but, in your hearts, 
More hell than hell has; how your tongues, like 

scorpions. 
Both heal and poison ; how your thoughts are woven 
With thousand changes in one subtle web, 
And worn so by you ; how that foolish man 
That reads the stor^ of a woman's face, 
And dies believing it, is lost for ever ; 
How all the good vou have is but a shadow, 
I' th' morning with you, and at night behind you. 
Past and forgotten ; how your vows are frosts. 
Past for a night, and with the next sun gone : 
How you are, being taken all together, 
A mere confusion, and so dead a chaos. 
That love cannot distinguish. These sad texts. 
Till my last hour, I am bound to utter of you. 
So, &rewell all my woe, all my delight ! 

SExit FniLASTEB. 
, ., o . ^*^' 

What way have I deserv'd this ? Make my breast 
Transparent as pure crystal, that the world. 
Jealous of me, may see the foulest thought 
My heart holds. Where shall a woiyian turn her *^yes. 
To find out constancy P 

Enter Bellibio. 

Save me, how black 
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And goiltj, methinkB, that boj looks now I 

Oh, thou dissembler, that, before thou spak'st, 

Wert in thy cradle false, sent to make hes. 

And betray innocents ! Thy lord and thou 

May elory in the ashes of a maid 

Pool'd by her passion ; but the conqu est is 

Nothing so great as wicked. Fly away ! 

Let my command force thee to that, which shame 

Would do without it. If thou understood'st 

The loathed office thou hast undergone, 

Why, thou wouldst hide thee und^ heaps of hills, 

Lest men should dig and find thee. 

Bel, Oh, what god, 

Angry with men, hath sent this strange disease 

Lito the noblest minds P Madam, this grief 

You add unto me is no more than drops 

To seas, for which they are not seen to swell : 

My lord has struck his anger through my heart, 

And let out all the hope ot future joys. 

You need not bid me fly ; I came to part. 

To take my latest leaye. Farewell for ever ! 

I durst not run away, in honesty, 

From such a lady, like a boy that stole, 

Or made some grievous fault. The power of gods 

Assist you in your sufferings ! Hasty time 

Eeveal the truth of your abused lord 

And mine, that he may know your worth ; whilst I 

Go seek out some forgotten place to die ! 

[Exit Bbllabio. 

Are» Peace guide thee ! Thou hast overthrown me once ; 
Yet if 1 had another Troy to lose. 
Thou, or another villain, with thy looks, 
Might talk me out of it, and send me naked, 
My hair dishevell'd, through the fiery streets. 

Enter a Lady. 

Ladi/. Madam, the king would hunt, and calls for you 

With earnestness. 
Are, I am in tune to hunt I 

Diana, if thou canst rage with a maid 
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As with a man,^ let me diaeover thee 

Eathing, and turn me to a fearful hind. 

That I may die pursued by cmel hounds, 

And have my story written in my wounds. [^SxewU. 

Scene, a forest. Enter Philasteb. 

hi. Oh, that I had been nourished in these woods, \ 

With milk of goats, and acorns, and not known 
The right of crowns, nor the dissembling trains _^ 

Of women's looks; but digg'd myself a^re, H | 

mere I. my fire, my cattle, and my bed, . | 

Might have been shut together in one shed ; \ 

And then had taken me some mountain girl, \ 

Beaten with winds, chaste as the harden'd rocks 
Whereon she dweUa ; that might haye strew'd my bed 
With leaves, and reeds, and with the skins of beasts, 
Our neighbours ; and have borne at her big breasts 
My large coarse issue ! This had been a lue 
Free from vexation. 

Enter Bellaeio. 
el. Oh, wicked men ! 

An innocent may walk safe among beasts ; 

Nothing assaults me here. See ! my griev'd lord 

Sits as his soul were searching out a way 

To leave his body. — Pardon me, that must 

Break thy last commandment ; for I must speak. — 

You, that are griev'd, can pity. — Hear, my lord ! 
hi. Is there a creature yet so miserable. 

That I can pity ? 
el. Oh, my noble lord ! 

View my strange fortune ; and bestow on me, 

According to your bounty (if my service 

Can merit nothing) so much as may serve 

To keep that little piece I hold of fife 

Prom cold and hunger. 
M. Is it thou ? Begone ! 

Go, sell those misbeseeming clothes thou wear'st, 

And feed thyself with them. 

^ A man,'] Alluding to the story of Actseom. 
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BeL Alas ! my lord, I can get nothing for them I 
The silly country people think 'tis treason 
To touch such jB;ay thmgs. 

Phi. Now, by my life, this is 

Unkindly done, to vex me with thy sight. 

Thou'rt fall'n again to thy dissembling trade : 

How should'st thou think to cozen me again P 

Bemains there yet a plague untried for me t 

Even so thou wept'st, and look'd'st, and spok'st, when 

I took thee up : [first 

Curse on the time ! If thy commanding tears 

Can work on any other, use thy art ; 

1*11 not betray it. Which way wilt thou take, 

That I may shun thee P For thine eyes are poison 

To mine ; and I am loth to grow in rage. 

This way, or that way P 

BeL Any will serve. But I will chuse to have 
That path in chase, that leads unto my grave. 

[Exeunt Fhilasteb and Bxllabio severalfy* 

Enter Dioir and the Woodmen, 

Dion. This is the strangest sudden chance ! You, woodman; 

1 JFood. My lord Dion ! 

Dion. Saw you a lady come this way, on a sable horse 
studded with stars of white P 

2 Wood. "Was she not young and tall ? 

Dion. Yes. Bode she to the wood or to the plain P 
2 Wood. 'Faith, my lord, we saw none P 

[Exeunt TToodmeii* 

Enter Clebemont. 

Dion, What, is she found P 

Cle. Not will be, I think. There's already a thousand 
fatherless tales amongst us. Some say, her horse run 
away with her; some, a wolf pursued her; others, it 
was a plot to kill her, and that armed men were seen 
in the wood. But, questionless, she rode away 
willingly. 
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Enter Kara and TnnASiLiin. 

JTin^. Where is she ? 
Cle. Sir, I cannot tell. 
Kinff. How is that P 

Answer me so again ! 
Cie. Sir, shaU I He ? 
Kin^. Yes, lie and damn, rather than tell me that, 

I say again, where is she P Mutter not ! 

Sir, speak you ! where is she P 
Dion, Sir, I do not know. 
Kinff. Speak that again so boldly, and, by Heaven, 

It is thy last. — ^You, fellows, answer me ; 

Where is she P Mark me, all ; I am your king ; 

I wish to see my daughter ; show her me ; 

I do command you all, as you are subjects, 

Tb show her me ! What ! am I not your king? 

If " ay," then am I not to be obey'd ? 
Dion, Tes, if you command things possible and honest. 
Kinff. Things possible and honest ! Hear me, thou. 

Thou Waiter ! that dar'st confine thy king to things 

Possible and honest ; show her me. 

Or, let me perish, if I cover not 

All Sicily with blood ! 
Dion, Indeed I cannot, imless you tell me where she is. 
Kinn^. You have betray*d me ; you have let me lose 

The jewel of my life. G-o, bring her me, 

And set her here before me. 'Tis the king 

Will have it so ; whose breath can still the winds, 

Uncloud the sun, charm down the swelling sea. 

And stop the floods of heaven. Speak, can it not ? 
Dicn. No. 

Kinff, No ! cannot the breath of kings do this P 
Dion. No ; nor smell sweet itself, if once the lungs 

Be but corrupted. 
King, Is it so P Take heed ! 
Dion, Sir, take you heed, how you dare the powers 

That must be just. 
JTtjf^. Alas ! what are we kings P 

Why do you, gods, place us above the rest, 

To be serv'd, £itter d, and ador'd, till we 
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Believe we hold within our handfl jour thunder , 
And, when we come to try the power we haye. 
There's not a leaf shakes at our threatenings. 
I have sinn'd, 'tis true, and here stand to be punish'd; 
Tet would not thus be punish' d. Let me chuse 
My way, and lay it on. 
Dion. He articles with the gods ! 

'Would somebody would draw bonds, for the perform- 
Of covenants betwixt them I [ance 

IJside. 

Enter FHiHiiMoiri), Galatba, and Meoba.. 

King, What, is she found ? 

Pha. No ; we have ta'en her horse : 

He g^op'd empty by. There is some treason. 

You, Galatea, rode with her into the wood : 

Why left you her P 
Gal. She did command me. 
Kitiff. Command ! You should not. 
Gal. 'Twould ill become my fortunes and my birth 

To disobey the daughter of my king. 
King. You're all cunning to obey us for our hurt ; 

Eun all ; disperse yourselves ; the man that finds her, 

Or (if she be kill'd), the traitor, I'll make him great. 

[Exeunt severally. 

■■■ 

Another part of the Forest, 

Enter Abethttsa. 

Are, Where am I now ? Feet, find me out a vray, 
Without the counsel of my troubled head : 
I'll follow you, boldly, about these woods. 
O'er mountains, through brambles, pits, and floods.' 
Heaven, I hope will ease me. I am sick. 

[^Sits down. 

Enter Bellabio. 

Bel. Yonder's my lady ! Heaven knows I want nothings 
Because I do not wish to live ; yet I 
Will try her charity^ — 
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Oh, hear, you that have plenty, from that store. 
Drop some on dry ground. — See, the lively red 
Is gone to guide her heart ! I fear she faints.— 
Madam, look up ! — She hreathes not. Ope once more 
Those rosy twins, and send unto my lord 
Your latest farewell. Oh, she stirs. — How is it, 
Madam P Speak comfort. 
Are. *Tis not gently done. 

To put me in a miserable life. 

Ana hold me there. I pr'ythee, let me go ; 

I shall do best without thee ; I am well. 

Enter Philasteb. 

PAt. I am to blame to be so much in rage : 

I'll tell her coolly, when and where I heard 
This killing truth. I wiU be temperate 

In speaking, and as just in hearing. 

Oh, monstrous ! Tempt me not, ye gods ! good gods. 
Tempt not a frail man ! What's he, that has a heart. 
But ne must ease it here ! 

Btl, My lord, help the princess. 

Art. I am well : forbear. 

FhL Let me love lightning, let me be embraced 
/^ift And kiss'd by scorpions, or adore the eyes 
^|l Of basilisks, rather than trust the tongues 
NB'Of hell-bred women ! Some good gods look down, 
* And shrink these veins up ; stick me here a stone ; 
Lasting to ages, in the memory 
Of this damn'd act ! Hear me, you wicked ones ! 
You have put hiUs of fire into this breast, 
Not to be quench' d with tears ; for which may guilt 
Sit on your bosoms ! at your meals, and beds, 
Despair await you ! Nature make a curse, 
And throw it on you ! 

Ar^. Dear Fhilaster, leave 

To be enrag'd, and hear me. 

Fhi. I have done ; 

Porgive my passion. Not the calmed sea. 
When iBoiQS locks up his windy brood, 
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Is less disturb'd than I : I'll make you know it* 

Dear Arethusa, do but take this sword, 

And search how temperate a heart I have ; 

Then you, and this your boy, may live and reign 

Without controul. Wilt thou, Bellario ? 

I pr'ythee kill me : thou art poor, and may'st 

Kourish ambitious thoughts, when I am dead : 

This way were freer. Am I raging now P 

If I were mad, I should desire to live. 

Sirs, feel my pulse. [Say] whether have you known 

A man in a more equal tune to die P 

Bel, Alas, my lord, your pulse keeps madman's time ; 
So does your tongue. 

Vhi. You will not kill me, then P 

Are, Kill you ? 

BeL Not for a world. 

Phi, I blame not theO; 

Bellario. Thou hast done but that, which gods 
Would have transformed themselves to do. Begone ; 
Leave me without reply ; this is the last 
Of all our meeting. — [Exit Bellabic] Kill me with 

this sword ; 
Be wise, or worse will follow. We are two 
Earth cannot bear at once. Besolve to do, 
Or suffer. 

Are, If my fortune be so good to let me fall 

Upon thy hand, I shall have peace in death. 
Tet tell me this, will there be no slanders, 
T^To jeatousy in the other world ; no ill there P 

Phi. No. 

Are, Shew me, then, the way. 

Phi, Then guide my feeble hand, [Draws* 

You that have power to do it, for I must 
Perform a piece of justice ! — If your youth 
Have any way offended heaven, let prayers 
Short and effectual reconcile you to it. 

Are, I am prepar'd. 

Enter a Country Fellow. 
Coun. I'll see the kiDg, if he be in the forest. I have hunted 
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him these three hours. If I should come home and not 
see him, my sisters would laugh at me. I can see 
nothing but people better horsed than myself, that 
outride me ; I can hear nothing but shouting. These 
kings had need of good brains ; this whooping is able 
to put a mean man out of his wits. There's a courtier 
with his sword drawn ; by this hand, upon a woman, I 
think. 

Phi. Are you at peace.? 

Jre. "With heaven and earth. 

Phi. May they divide thy soul and body ! [Wounds her. 

Cmm. Hold, dastard. Strike a woman ! Thou art a craven, 
I warrant thee. Thou would'st be loth to play half a 
dozen of venies at wasters with a good fellow for a 
broken head.^ 

Phi. Leave us, good friend. 

Are, "What ill-bred man art thou, to intrude thyself 
Upon our private sports, our recreations ? 

Coun. GK)d 'uds me,« I understand you not ; but I know 
the rogue has hurt you. 

Phi. Pursue thy own affairs. It will be iU 
To multiply blood upon my head ; 
"Which thou wilt force me to. 

Coun. I know not your rhetoric ; but I can lay it on, if you 
touch the woman. [They fight. 

Phi. Slave ! take what thou deservest. 

Are. Heavens guard my lord ! 

Coun. Oh, do you breathe ? 

Phi. I hear the tread of people. I am hurt : 

The gods take part against me. Could this boor 
Have held me thus else ? I must shift for life, 
Though I do loath it. I would find a course 
To lose it rather by my will, than force. 

[Exit Philastee. 

^ Venies at wasters,] Bonis at cudgelfl. Veney seems to have been 
the French word veneZt anglicised ; *' as who should say," come on. 
Why cudgels were called wasters I cannot say ; though metaphorical 
^ymologies of the word might be obvious enough. 

' God 'v.dt me.'] God judge me. Mr. Dyco tells us, that in one of 
the old editions the word is printed so. 
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Enter PnABAaco:n>, Diox, Clebbmokt, Tubjlsiloo:, and 

Woodmen. 
PAa. What art thou ? 
Coun, Almost kill'd I am for a foolisa woman 4 a knave has 

hurt her. 
Cha, The princess, gentlemen ! Where's the wound, madam? 
rfA^ He has not hurt me. 

Coun, V faith she lies ; he has hurt her in the breast ; look 

else. 
Fha, Oh, sacred spring of innocent blood ! 
Dion, 'Tis above wonder. Who should dare this ? 
Jre. I felt it not. 

Fha, Speak, villain, who has hurt the princess ? 
Coun. is it the princess ? 
Dion, Ay. 

Coun. Then I have seen something yet. 
Pka. But who has hurt her ? 

Coun. I told you, a rogue ; I ne'er saw him before, I. 
Pha. Madam, who did it ? 
Jre. Some dishonest wretch ; 

Alas ! I know him not, and do forgive him. 
Coun. He's hurfc too ; he cannot go far ; I made my &ther's 

old fox^ fly about his ears. 
Pha. How will you have me kill him P 
Are. Not at all ; 

'Tis some distracted fellow. 
Pka. By this hand, I'll leave ne'er a piece of him biggw 

than a nut, and bring him all in my hat. 
Are. Nay, good sir, 

If you do take him, bring him quick to me, 

And I will study for a punishment 

Grreat as his faidt. 
Pha. I will. 
Are, But swear. 
Pka. By all my love, I will. — Woodmen, couduct the 

princess to the king, and bear that wounded fellow to 

dressing. — Come, gentlemen, we'll follow the chase 

close. ySxeuni* 

^ Jbar.] A popular term tor a sword. 
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Scene IV. — Another part of the same. 

Enter Bellabio, and lies down on a bank of fiowers* 

Bel, A heavinesB near death sits on my brow, ; 

And I muBt sleep. Bear me, thou gentle bank, U^ 
For eyer, if thou "wilt. You sweet ones all, ■ — 

Let me unworthy press you : I could wish, _ 

I rather were a corse strew'd o'er with you , 
Than quick^ above you. Dulness shuts mine eyes, ' ^ 
And I am giddy. Oh, that I could take *- 

So sound a sleep, that I might never wake. ' 

IFalls asleep^ 
Enter Philasteb. 

Phi, I have done ill ; my conscience calls me false. 
To strike at her, that would not strike at me. 
When J. did fight, methought I heard her pray 
The gods to guard me. She may be abus'd, 
And I a loathed villain. If she be. 
She will conceal who hurt her. He has wounds. 

And cannot follow ; neither knows he me. 

Who's this ? Bellario sleeping ? If thou be'st 
Guilty, there is no justice that thy sleep 
Should be so sound; and mine, whom thou hast 
wrong' d, [^^y within. 

So* broken. — Hark ! I am pursued. Ye gods, 
I'll take this ofierM means of my escape : 
They have no mark to know me but my wounds, 

' If she be true ; if false, let mischief light 

On all the world at once ! Sword, print my wounds 
Upon this deeping boy ! I have none, I think, 
Are mortal, nor would I lay greater on thee. 

^Wounds Bellario.^ 

1 Quici.2 Alive. 

* Wound* Belisno,'] These pinldngs of the poor princess and her 
page by FhUaster are justly objected to by Drjden. ** When Philaster 
(he ssjs) wounds Arethusa and the boy, and Pcrigot his mistress in the 
* FmiM'ti Shepherdeu^ both these are contrary to the charities of man- 
hood.^* Frrface to Troilus and Cretsida, Works— VoL VI. p. 255, 
Walter Seott*t edition. — ^It is as if the jealous but naturally^ gentle 
loTcr wished to do a little bit of mtuder without actually commi^^g it. 
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BeL Oh ! Death, I hope, is come ! Blest be that hand ! 

It meant me well. Again, for pitj*s sake ! 
J^hi. I have caught myself: [fa/k 

The loss of blood hath stay'd my flight. Here, here^ 
Is he that struck thee. Take thy full revenge ; 
Use me, as I did mean thee, worse than death : 
I'll teach thee to revenge. This luckless hand 
"Wounded the princess ; tell my followers, 
Thou didst receive the hurts in staying me. 
And I will second thee. Get a reward. 

Bel. Ely, fly, my lord, and save yourself. 

PA*. How's this? 

Wouldst thou I should be safe? 

Bel. Else were it vain 

For me to live. These little wounds I hare, 
Have not bled much ; reach me that noble hand 
I'll help to cover you. 

Phi. Art thou true to me ? 

Bel. Or let me perish loath'd; Come, my good lord, 
Creep in amongst those bushes : who aoes know 
But that the gods may save your much-loved breath ? 

Phi. Tlien I shall die for grief, if not for this, 

That I have wounded thee. What wilt thou do ? 

Bel. Shift for myself well. Peace ! I hear 'em come. 

[Philasteb creeps inta a bush. 

Within. Follow, follow, follow ! that way they went. 

Bel. With my own wounds I'll bloody my own sword. 
I need not counterfeit to fall ; Heaven knows 
That I can stand no longer. 

Enter PHAEA.MOKD, Dion, Clbbbmont, and Thrasiltne. 

Pha. To this place we have track'd him by his blood. 

Cle. Yonder, my lord, creeps one away. 

JDion. Stay, sir ! what are you ? 

Bel. A wretched creature wounded in these woods 

By beasts. Believe me, if your names be men, 

Or I shall perish. 
Dion. This is he, my lord. 

Upon my soul, that hurt her. 'Tis the boy, 

That vricked boy, that served her. 
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Pha, Oh, thou damn'd 

In thy creation ! What cause could' st thou shape 
To hurt the princess ? 

Bel, Then I am betray'd. 

JHon. Betrayed ! no, apprehended. 

Bel I confess, 

Urge it no more, that, big with evil thoughts, 
I set upon her, and did take my aim, 
Her death. For charity, let fedl at once, 
The punishment you mean, and do not load 
This weary flesh with tortures. 

Pha» I will know 

Who hired thee to this deed. 

Bel, Mine own revenge. 

Pha, Eeveugo ! for what P 

Bel, It pleased her to receive 

Me as her page, and, when my fortunes ebb'd, 
That men strid o'er them careless, she did shower 
Her welcome graces on me, and did swell 
My fortunes, till they overflow' d their banks, 
Threafning the men that crost 'em ; when as swift 
As storms arise at sea, she turn'd her eyes 
To burning suns upon me, and did dry 
The streams she had bestow'd ; leaving me worse 
And more contemn' d, than other Uttle brooks, 
Because I had been great. In short, I knew 
I could not live, and therefore did desire 
To die revenged. 

Pha. K tortures can be found, 

Long as thy natural life, resolve to feel 

The utmost rigour. [Philabteb creeps out vf a bush. 

€le. Help to lead him hence. 

Phu Turn back, you ravishers of innocence'; 
Kjiow ye the price of that you bear away 
So rudely ? 
Pha. Who's that ? 

Dion, 'Tis the lord Philaster. 
Phi, 'Tis not the treasure of all kings in one, 
The wealth of Tagus, nor the rocks of pearl 
That pave the court of Neptune, can weigh down 
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That virtue ! It was I that hurt the princess^ 
Place me, some god, upon a piramiB^, 
Higher than hills of earth, and lend a Toiee 
Loud as jour thunder to me, that from theno& 
I may discourse to all the under-world 
The worth that dwells in him ! 
Pha. How's this P 
Bel. My lord, some man 

Weary of life, that would be glad to die. 
PAt. Leave these untimely courtesies, Bellario. 
JBeL Alas, he's mad ! Gome, will you lead me on ? 
Phi, By all the oaths that men ought most to keep. 
And gods do punish most when men do break, 
He touch' d her not. — Take heed, Bellario, 
How thou dost drown the virtues thou hast shown^ ^ 
"With perjury. — By all that's good, 'twas I ! 
You know, she stood betwixt me and my right. 
Pha, Thy own tongue be thy judge. 
Cle, It was Philaster. 
Dion, Is't not a brave boy ? 

"Well, sirs, I fear me, we were all deceiv'd. 
Phi, Have I no friend here ? 
Dion, Yes. 
Phi. Then shew it. 

Some ^ood body lend a hand to oirawus nearer. 
Woula you have tears shed for you when you dieP 
Then lay me gently on his neck, that there 
I may weep floods, and [so] breathe forth my spirit. 
*Tis not the wealth of Plutus, npr the gold 
Lock'd in the heart of earth, can buy away 
This arm-full from me. This had been a ransom 
To have redeemed the great Augustus GsBsar, 
Had he been taken. You hard-hearted men. 
More stony than these moimtains, can you oee 
Such clear blue blood drop, and not cut joixr flesh 
To stop his life, to bind whose bitter wounds 
Queens ought to tear their hair, and with their tears 
Bathe 'em ? — Porgive me, thou that art the wealth 
Of poor Philaster ! 

' Firamis,'] A pyramid. 
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Enter Kisq, Akethfsa^ and a Guard. 

I^nff, Is the yillain ta'en P 

Pha. Sir, here be two confess the deed ; but say 

It was Philaster P 
Phi. Question it no more ; it was. 

£tnff. The fellow that did fight with him, will tell us that. 
Are. Ah me ! I know he will. 
Kinff. Did not you know him ? 
Are, Sir, if it was he, 

He was disguised. 
Phi. I was so. — Oh, my stars ! 

That I should Kve still. 
JStnff. Thou ambitious fool ! 

Thou, that hast laid a train for thy own life ! — 

Now I do mean to do, I'll leave to talk. 

Bear him to prison. 
Are. Sir, they did plot together to take henco 

This hannless life ; should it pass unrevenged, 

I should to earth go weeping : grant me, then. 

By all the love a father bears his child, 

Their custodies, and that I may appoint 

Their tortures and their death. 
Kinff. 'Tis granted ; take 'em to you with a guard. — 

Come, princely Pharamond, this business past, 

"We may with more security go on 

To your intended watch. [people. 

Cle. I pray that this action lose not Philaster the hearts of tlio 

Dion. Fear it not : their over-wise heads will think it but a 

trick. [Exeunt. 

LOTE FOBGITEBr BT LOTB. 

AtethuM ondBeUariQ (whose sex Us still unsuspected) forgive Fhilaster the 
suspicions that have subjected himself to sentence if deaths and them to 
the resolution of sharing it. 

Are. Nay, dear Philaster, grieve not ; we are well. 
Bel. Nay, good my lord, forbear ; we are wondrous well. 
Phi. Oh, Arethusa ! oh, Bellario ! leave to be kind : 

I shall be shot from Heaven, as now from earth. 

If you continue so. I am a man, 

False to a pair of the most trusty ones 
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That ever earth bore. Can it bear us all P 

Eorgive and leave me. Bat the king hath sent 

To call me to my death. Oh, shew it me, 

And then forget me. And for thee, my boy, 

I shall deliver words will mollify . 

The hearts of beasts, to spare thy innocence* 
Bel. Alas, my lord, my life is not a thing 

Worthy your noble thoughts. 'Tis not a life ; 

'Tis but a piece of childhood thrown away.^ 

Should I out-live you, I should then outHve 

Virtue and honour ; and when that day comesi 

If ever I shall close these eyes but once, 

May I live spotted for my perjury, 

And waste my limbs to nothing ! 
Are, And I (the woful'st maid that ever was, 

Forc'd with my hands to bring my lord to death) 

Do by the honour of a virgin swear. 

To tell no hours bevond it. 
Phi. Make me not hated so. 

Jre, Come from this prison, all joyful, to our deaths I 
Phi. People will tear me, when they find ye true 

To such a wretch as I ! I shall die loath'd. 

Enjoy your kingdoms peaceably, whilst I 

Por ever sleep forgotten with my faults ! 

Every just servant, every maid in love, 

"Will have a piece of me, if ye be true. 
Are. My dear lord, say not so. 
Bel. A piece of you ? 

He was not bom of woman that can cut 

It and look on. 
Phi. Take me in tears betwixt you. 

For my heart will break with shame and sorrow. 
Are. Why, *tis well. 
Bel. Lament no more. 
Phi. What would you have done 

If you had wrong'd me basely, and had found 

Your life no price, compared to mine ? For love, sirs. 

Deal with me truly. 

* Childhood thrown awmf."] Haelitt exclaims, at this passage, '* What 
^quisite beauty and delicaoy!'* 
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£eL 'Twas mistaken, sir. 

Phi. Why, if it were ? 

Bel, Then, sir, we would have ask'd vou pardon. 

Phi, And have hope to enjoy it ? 

Jlre, Enjoy it? ay. 

Phi, Woidd you, indeed I Be plain. 

Bel, We would, my lord. 

Phi, Forgive me, then. 

^re. So, BO. 

Bel, "lis as it should be now. 

Phi, Lead to my death. 

AN INFNDATIOir. 
IHon toanu the King agaitut putting Philaster to death* 
Ejng, you may be deceived yet : 
The head you aim at, cost more setting on, 
Than to be lost so lightly. K it must off, 
Like a wild overflow, that swoops before him 
A golden stack, and with it shakes down bridges, 
Cracks the strong hearts of pines, whose cable roots 
Held out a thousand storms, a thousand thunders. 
And, so made mightier, takes whole villages 
TJpon his back, and, in that heat of pride, 
Charges strong towns, towers, castles, palaces, 
And lays them desolate ; so shall thy head, 

[Apostrophising his, absent friend. 
Thy noble head, bury the lives of thousands, 
That must bleed with thee like a sacrifice, 
Li thy red ruins. 

▲ DISCLOSURE. 

FhiUaier and the court, on the restitution of his right to the erown^ 
being again threatened with loss of happiness bg a renewal of his 
SMspidons respecting the princess and tlie supposed Bellario, are finally 
deUoeredfrom them bg Euphrasia s disclosure of her sex. 

Enter King, Abethusa, Galatea, Megua, Diok, Glebe- 
MONT, ThbasiJiINE, Bellabio, and attendants. 

King, Li it appeas'd ?» 

^ImU appeal df\ A xerolt which had taken place in order to right 
Phibuter. 
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Dion, Sir, all is quiet as the dead of night. 

As peaceable as sleep. My lord Philaster 
Brings on tlie prince himself. 

^inq. Kind gentleman ! 

I will not break the least word I have given 
In promise to him. I have heap'd a world 
Of grief upon his head, which yet I hope 
To wash away. 

Enter Philaster and Pharamokd. 

Cleremont, My lord is come. 

Kinff. My son !^ 

Blest be the time, that I have leave to call 

Such virtue mine ! ^Now thou art in my arms, 

Methinks I have a salve unto my breast, 

Por all the stings that dwell there. Streams of grief 

That I have wrong'd thee, and as much of joy 

That I repent it, issue from mine eyes : 

Let them appease thee. Take thy right ; take her ; 

She is thy right too ; and forget to urge 

My vex^d soul with that I did before. 

Phi, Sir, it is blotted from my memory. 

Past and forgotten. — For you, prince of Spain, 
Whom I have thus redeemed, you have full leave 
To make an honourable voyage home : 
And if you would go furnish'd to your realm 
"With fair provision, I do see a lady, [Looking at Megra, 
who has been the Prince of' Spain's mistress,'] 
Methinks, would gladly bear you company. 

Megra, Can shame remain perpetually in me, 
And not in others ? or, have princes salves 
To cure ill names, that meaner people want ? 

Phi, What mean you ? 

Meg. Tou must get another ship. 

To bear the princess and her boy together. 

Dion, How now ! 

Meg, Others took me, and I took her and him.* 

^ My son?] The king calls Philaster his son, because he has become 
his son-in-law in consequence of his betrothal to the princess. 

* Eer and him^ Meaning, that she had seen the Princess and BeQano 
embracing. 
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Ship us aQ four, my lord ; we can endure 

Weather and wind alike. [fatlier. 

King {to Arethusd). Clear thou thyself, or know not me for 

Are. This earth, how fiilse it is ! What means is left for me 
To clear myself? It lies in your belief. 
My lords, believe me ; and let all things else 
Struggle together to dishonour me. 

Bel. Oh, stop your cars, great king, that I may speak 
As freedom would ; then I will call this lady 
As base as are her actions ! Hear me, sir : 
Believe your heated blood when it rebels ' 
Against your reason, sooner than this lady. 

Meg. By this good light, he bears it handsomely. 

Phi. This lady ? I wiU sooner trust the wind 

With feathers, or the troubled sea with pearl. 
Than her with any thing. Believe her not ! 
Why, think you, if I did believe her words, 
I would outlive 'em ? Honour cannot take 
Eevenge on you ; then, what were to be known 
But death ? 

King. Porget her, sir, since all is knit 

Between us. But I must request of von 
One favour, and will sadly be denied.^ 

Phi. Command, whatever it be. 

King. Swear to be true 
To what you promise. 

Phi. By the powers above. 

Let it not be the death of her or him. 
And it is granted. 

King. Bear away that boy 

To torture.* I will have her clear'd or buried. 

Phi. Oh, let me call my words back, worthy sir ! 
Ask something else ! Bury my life and right 
In one poor grave ; but do not take away 
' My life and fame at once. 



^ WUl sadly he denied^ Shall bo sony to be denied. 

^ Bear away that hoy 
To torture^ For the purpose of forcing him to a disclosure of the 
truth* 
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King. Away with Iiim ! It stands irrevocable. 

Phi. Turn all your eyes on me. Here stands a man. 

The falsest and the basest of this world. 

Set swords against this breast, some honest man. 

For 1 have lived till I am pitied ! 

My former deeds were hateful, but this last 

Is pitiful ; for I, unwillingly, 

Have given the dear preserver of my life 

Unto his torture ! Is it in the power 

Of flesh and blood to carry this, and live P 

IQfer^ to kOl himelf. 
Are. Dear sir, be patient yet ! Oh, stay that hand. 
King. Sirs, strip that boy. 
Dion. Come, sir, your tender flesh 

Will try your constancy. 
Bel. Oh, kill me, gentlemen ! 
Dion. No ! — ^Help, sirs. 
Bel. (to Dion.) Will you torture me P 
King. Haste there ! 

Why stay you ? 
Bel. Then I shall not break my vow, 

Tou know, just gods, though I discover alL 
King. How's that ? will he confess P 
Dion. Sir, so he says. 
King. Speak, then. 
Bel. Great king, if you command 

This lord to talk with me alone, my tongue. 

Urged by my heart, shall utter all the thoughts 

My youth hath known ; and stranger things than theso 

You hear not often. 

* 

King. Walk aside with him. — [Theg walk aside. 

Dion. Why speak' st thou not ? 

Bel. Know you this face, my lord ? 

Dion, No. 

Bel. Have you not seen it, nor the like P 

Dion. Yes, I have seen the like, but readily 
I know not where. 

Bel. 1 have been often told 

In court of one Euphrasia, a lady, 

And daughter to you ; betwixt whom and me 
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They, that wonld flatter my bad face, would swear 

There was such strange resemblance, that we two 

Could not be known asunder, dress'd alike. 
Dion. By heaven, and so there is. 
JBeL For her fair sake. 

Who now doth spend the spring-time of her life 

In holy pilgrimage, move to the king, 

That 1 may 'scape this torture. 
Dion. But thou speak' st 

As like Euphrasia, as thou dost look. 

How came it to thy knowledge that she lives 

In pilgrimage ? 
Bel. I know it not, my lord ; 

But I have heard it ; and do scarce believe it. 
Dion. Oh, my shame ! Is it possible ? Draw near. 

That I may gaze upon thee. Art thou she. 

Or else her murderer ? "Where wert thou bom ? 
Bel. In Siracusa. 
Dion. What's thy name? 
Del. Euphrasia. 
Dion. Oh, 'tis just, 'tis she . 

l^ow I do know thee. Oh, that thou hadst died, 

And I had never seen thee nor my shame ! 

How shall I own thee ? shall this tongue of mine 

E'er call thee daughter more ? 
Del. 'Would I had died indeed ; I wish it too : 

And so I must have done by vow, ere publish'd 

What I have told, but that there was no means 

To hide it longer. Tet I joy in this, 

The princess is all clear. 
Kinff. What have you done ? 
Dion. All is discover' d. 
Phi. Why then hold you me ? [He offers to stab himself. 

All is discover' d ! Pray you, let me go. 
King. Stay him. 
Are. What is discover'd ? 
Dion. Why, my shame ! 

It is a woman. Let her speak the rest. 
Phi. How ? that again. 
Dion. It is a woman. 
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Phi, Bless'd be you powers that favour ixmocence ! 

King. Lay hold upon that lady. [Meqka is seiced. 

Phi, It is a woman, sir ! Hark, gentlemen ! 
It is a woman ! Arethusa, take 
My soul into thy breast, that would be gone 
With joy. It is a woman I Thou art ^ir. 
And virtuous still to ages, in despite 
Of malice. 

King, Speak you, where lies his shame P 

Bel, I am his daughter. 

Phi, The gods are just. 

Dion, I dare accuse none ; but, before you twt)^ 
The virtue of our age, I bend mj Imee 
For mercy.* 

Phi. Take it freely ; for, I know, 

Though what thou didst were indiscreetly done, 
'Twos meant welL 

Are. And for me, 

I have a power to pardon sins, as oft 
As any man has power to wrong me. 

Bel. Noble and worthy ! 

Phi, But, Bellario, 

(For I must call thee still so) tell me why 
Thou didst conceal thy sex ? It was a fault ; 
A fault, Bellario, though thy ether deeds 
Of truth outweigh' d it. All these jealousies 
Had flown to nothing, if thou hadst discover 'd 
What now we know. 

Bel. My father oft would speak 

Your worth and virtue ; and, as I did grow 
More and more apprehensive, I did thirst 
To see the man so prais'd ; but yet ail this 
Was but a maiden longing, to be lost 
As soon as found ; till sitting in my window, 
Printing my thoughts in lawn, I saw a god, 
I thought, (but it was you) enter our gates. 
My blood flew out, and back again as fast, 

^ For mercy.'] Dion, out of a wrong notion of doing Phil&ster » 
eeryice, had borne false witness to the charge against the Princess. 
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As I had puffed it forth and snck'd it in. 

Like breath. Then was I call'd away in haste 

To entertain you. Never was a man, 

Heav'd from a sheep-cote to a sceptre, raised 

So high in thoughts as I. You left a kiss 

Upon these lips fchen, which I mean to keep 

Prom you for ever. I did hear you talk, 

Par aliove singing ! After you were gone, 

I grew acquainted with my heart, and search'd 

What stirr'd it so. Alas ! I found it love ; 

Yet JGu* fiom lust ; for could I but have Hv'd 

In presence of you, I had had my end. 

Por this I did delude my noble father ^ 

With a feign'd pilgrimage, and dress'd myself 

In habit of a boy ; and, for I knew 

My birth no match for you, I was past hope 

Of having you : and understanding well. 

That when I made discovery of my sex, 

I could not stay with you, I made a vow. 

By all the most religious things a maid 

Could call together, never to be known. 

Whilst there was hope to hide me from men's eyes. 

Per other than I seem'd, that I might ever 

Abide with you. Then sat I by the fount. 

Where first you took me up. 

Kitiff, Search out a match 

Within our kingdom, where and when thou wilt. 
And I will pay thy dowry ; and thyself 
Wilt well deserve him. 

Bel. Never, sir, will I 

Marry ; it is a thing within my vow. 

PAi. I grieve such virtues should be laid in earth 
Without an heir. Hear me, my royal father : 
Wrong not the freedom of our souls so much, 
To thmk to take revenge of that base woman ; 
Her malice cannot hurt us. Set her free 
As she was boni, saving from shame and sin. 

King. Set her at liberty ; but leave the court ; 
This is no place for such ! You, Pharamond, 
Shall have free passage, and a conduct home 
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Worthy so great a prince. — ^When you como theie^ 
Kemember, 'twas your faults that lost youiier. 
And not my purposed will. 

Pha. I do confess, 
Eenowned sir. 

King. Last, join yoor hands in one. Enjoy, PhilasteTi 
This kingdom, which is yours, and after me 
Whatever I call mine. My blessing on you ! 
All happy hours be at your marriage-joys, 
Thai you may grow yourselves over all lands, 
And uve to see your plenteous branches spring 
Wherever there is sun ! Let princes learn 
By this, to rule the passions of their blood, 
Por what Heaven wuls can never be withstood.^ 

[Exeunt omnes. 

1 ^ Th' occasion should as naturally taiHl, 
As when Bellario confesses all." 

Shetfibld's Esst^ on Poetry, 

** The character of Bellario must have been extremely popular in its 
day. For many years after the date of Philaster's first exhibition on 
the stage, scarce a play can be found [' A remark,' says Mr. Dyce, 
* thrown out somewhat at random'] without one of these women pages 
in it, following in the train of some pre-engaged lover, calling on the 
gods to bless her happy rival (his mistress) whom no doubt she secretly 
curses in her heart, giving rise to many pretty equivoques by the way on 
the confusion of sex, and either made happy at last by some surprising 
turn of fate, or dismissed with the joint pity of the lovers and the 
audience. Our ancestors seem to have been wonderfully delighted with 
these transformations of sex. Women's parts were then acted by young 
men. What an odd double confusion it must have made, to see a boy 
play a woman playing a man ! one cannot disentangle the perplexity 
without some violence to the imagination." — Laicb. 

** Bellario is suggested by Viola [in Shakspeare's Twelfth Nightl* 
There is more picturesqueness, more dramatic importance, not, perhaps, 
more beauty and sweetness of affection, but a more elecant develope- 
ment of it, in Fletcher ; on the other hand, there is stul more of that 
improbability which attends a successful concealment of sex by more 
disguise of clothes, though no artifice has been more common on tbo 
stage. " — Hallam. 
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THE MAID'S TRAGEDY.* 

LOYE FOBLOBK. 

tmiiitor, a nobleman of the court of BAodes, forsakes Aspatia by the Kin^M 
command, to marry Evadne, ^1^ grief of the forsaken one described. 

This lady 

Walks ^contented, with her watery eyes 
Bent on the earth. The unfrequented woods 
Are her delight ; and when she sees a bank 
Stuck full of flowers, she with a sigh will tell 
Her servants what a pretty place it were 
To bury lovers in ; and make her maids 
Pluck 'em, and strew hex over like a corse. 
She carries with her an inii^ctious grief. 
That strikes all her beholders ; she will sing 
The moumful'st things that ever ear hath heard. 
And sigh, and sing 9gain ; and when the rest 
Of our young ladies, in their wanton blood. 
Tell mirthful tales in course, that flU the room 
With laughter, she will, with so sad a look, 
Sring forth a story of the silent death 
Of some forsaken virgin, which her grief 
Will put in such a phrase, that, ere she end. 
She'll send them weeping, one by one, away. 

PASSAGES FBOM A MASQUE f EBFOBMED OlS THE WEDDIIN^G 
NiaHT OP AMmTOB AND EVADNE. 

Night, rising in mists, addresses Cynthia {the Moon), 

Our reign is come, for in the raging sea 

The sun is drown' d« and with him fell the Day. 

Bright Cynthia, hear my voice. I am the Night, 

For whom thou bear'st about thy borrow'd light. 

Appear ! no longer thy pale visage shroud. 

But strike thy suver horns quite through a cloud. 

^ A king persuades a nobleman of his court to forsake one lady and marry 
mother, the latter having been seducedbythejnng himself and being secretly 
Us mistress. The bad woman, stimulated by her brother to regret and 
revenge^ murders the king in his bed ; the forsaken one, disguised as a page, 
contrives to be killed by her deserter; and the deserter kills himself /rom 
remorse. 
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CrvmiA/orlnds tmy winds to appear M gentle one$. 

We must have none hero 
But vernal blasts and gentle winds appear, 
Such as blow flowers, and through the glad boughs sing 
Many soft welcomes to the lusty spring. 

An invocation to Night, before mutte* 

Dark Night, 
Strike a full silence : do a thorough right 
To this great chorus ; that our music may 
Touch high as heaven, and make the east break day 

At midnight. 

Aspatia's toishesfor Amintor and Eradne, on their wedding-day. 
EvADNE, AsPATiA, DuLA, and other Ladies. 

Evad. (to Dula) 'Would thou could'st instil 

Some of thy mirth into Aspatia. 
Asj). It were a timeless smile should prove my cheek : 

It were a fitter hour for me to laugh 

When at the altar the religious pnest 

Were pacifying the offended powers 

With sacrifice, than now. 
Evad. Nay, leave this sad talk, madam. 
Asp. Would I could ! 

Then should I leave the cause. ^SAe sings. 

Lay a earland pn my hearse, 
Of the diBmal yew. 

Evad. That's one of your sad songs, madam. 

Asp. Believe me, 'tis a very pretty one. [^She sings again. 

Lay a garland on my hearse, 

Of the dismal yew ; 
Maidens, willow branches hear; 

Say I died true : 
My love was false, but I was firm 

Prom my hour of hirth. ^ 

Upon my buried body lie 

Lightly, gentle earth ! 

Madam, good night. — May no discontent 
Grow 'twixt your love and you. But, if there do^ 
Inquire of me, and I will guide your moan, 
Teach you an artificial way to grieve, 
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To keep your sorrow waking. Love your lord 
No worse than I : but if you love so well, 
Alas, you may displease him ; do did I. 
This is the last time you shall look on me. — 
Ladies, &rewell. As soon as I am dead, 
Come aU, and watch one night about my hearse ; 
Bring each a mournful story, and a tear, 
To offer at it when I go to earth. 
With flatt'ring ivy clasp my coffin round ; 
Write on my brow my fortnine ; let my bier 
Be borne by virgms that shall sing, by course, 
The truth of maids, and perjuries of men. 
Evad, Alas, I pity thee. 

Enter Amtettob. 

Asp, (to Amintor) Go, and be happy in your lady's love. 
May all the wrongs, that you nave done to me. 
Be utterly forgotten in my death ! 
ril trouble you no more ; yet I will take 
A parting kiss, and will not be denied. 
You'll come, my lord, and see the virgins weep 
When I am laid in earth, though you yourself 
Can know no pity. Thus I wind myself 
Lito this willow garland, and am prouder 
That I was once your love, though now refus'd. 
Than to have had. another true to me. 

SELF-PITY DEMANDnra SYMPATHY. 
^* Aspatia will have her maidens he sorrowful^ because site is so** 

AsPATiA, AntiphHiA, and Olympias. 

Be sure 
Tou credit anything the light gives light to. 
Before a man. Bather belieVe the sea 
Weeps for the ruin'd merchant, when he roars ; 
Bather, the wind courts but the pregnant sails, 
WTien the strong cordage cracks ; rather, the sun 
Comes but to kiss the fruit in wealthy autumn. 
When all falls blasted. If you needs must love, 
("Forced by ill fate) take to your maiden bosoms 
Two dead-cold aspicks, and of them make lovers: 
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They cannot flatter, nor forswear ; one kiss 
Makes a long peace for all. But man, 
Oh, thai beaet man ! Come, let's be sad, mj girls t 
That down-cast of thine eye, Olympias, 
Shows a fine sorrow. Mark, Antifmila ; 
Jujst such another was the nymph (Enone, 
When Paris, brought home Helen. !N'ow, a tear ; 
And then thou art a piece expressing fully 
The Carthage queen, when, irom a cold sea-rock, 
Pull with her sorrow, she tied fast her eyes 
To the fair Trojan ships ; and, having lost them. 
Just as thine eyes do, down stole a tear. Antiphila^ 
"What would this wench do, if she were Aspatia ? 
Here she would stand, till some more pitying god 
Tiim'd her to marble ! 'Tis enough, my wench ! 
Shew me the piece of needlework you wrought. 

Ant. Of Ariadne, madam P 

Asp. Yes, that piece. — (Looking at it.) 

This should be Theseus ; he has a cozening face : 
You meant him for a man P 

Ant. He was so, madam. 

Asp. Why, then, 'tis well enough. Never look back: 
You have a full wind, and a false heart, Theseus ! 
Does not the story say, his keel was split, 
Or his masts spent, or some kind rock or other 
Met with his vessel P 

Ant, Not as I remember. 

Asp.. It should have been so. Could the gods know this, 
And not, of all their number, raise a storm ? 
But they are all as ill ! This false smile 
Was well expressed ; just such another caught me. — 
You shall not go so. — 
Antiphila, in this place work a quicksand. 
And over it a shallow smiling water. 
And his^ ship ploughing it ; and then a Pear : 
Do that Pear to the life, wench. 

Ant. 'Twill wrong the story. 

Atp. 'Twill make the story, wrong' d by wanton poets, 
Live long, and be believed. But where's the lady I 

Ami. There^ madam.. 
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jLtp. Fie ! you haye miss'd it kere, Antipliila ; 
You are much mistaken, wench : 
These colours are not dull and pale enough 
To shew a soul so full of misery 
As this sad lady's was. Do it hy me ; 
Do it again, hy me, the lost Aspatia, 
And you shall find all true hut the wild island. 
Suppose I stand upon the sea-heach no^*, 
Mine arms thus, and mine hair hlown with the wind. 
Wild as that desart ; and let all ahout me 
Be teachers of my story. Do my face 
(If thou hadst ever feelmg of a sorrow) 
Thus, thus, Antiphila. Strive to make me look 
Like Sorrow's monument ! And the trees ahout me 
Let them he dry and leafless ; let the rocks 
Groan with continual surges ; and, behind me. 
Make all a desolation. Look, look, wenches ; 
A miserable life of this poor picture ! 

Olym, Dear madam I 

Asp. I have done. Sit down ; and let us 

TJpon that point fix all our eyes ; that point there ; 
Muke a dull silence, till you feel a sadness 
Give us new souls.* 

A WIFE PENITEKT AHD POEOrVE»". 

Evadne implares forgiveneu ^ Amintor, for marring /dm while she woe 

the King^t muiress. 

Evad. Oh, where have I been all this time P how 'friended. 
That I should loso myself thus desperately. 
And none for pity shew me how I wander' d ! 
There is not in the compass of the light 
A more unhappy creature. — Oh, my lord ! 

'* The plaintiye imaee of the forsaken Aspatia has an indescribably 
sweet spirit and romantic expression. Her fancy takes part \?ith her 
heart, and eives sorrow a visionary graoefidness. — The resembUnce of 
this poetical picture to ' Gu^do's Bacchus and Ariadne' has been noticed 
bf Mr. Seward, in the preface to his edition of Beaumont and Fletcher. 
In both representations, the extended arms of the mourner, her haii* 
blown by the wind, the barren roughness of the rocks around her, and 
tlie broken trunks of leafless trees, make her figure appear like sorrow's 
mcmuxneni." — Campbell. 
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Enter AHnrrov. 

Amint. How now? 

Evad. (hieeling) My much-abusdd lord ! 

Amin. This cannot be I 

Evad. I do not kneel to liye ; I dare not hope it ; 
The wrongs I did are greater. Look upon mej 
Though 1 appear with all my faults. 

Amin. Stand up. 

This is a new way to beget more sorrow. 
Heaven knows I have tcx) many ! Do not mock me : 
Though I am tame^ and bred up with my wrongs. 
Which arc my foster-brothers, I may leap. 
Like a hand-wolf,^ into my natural wildness. 
And do an outrage. Pr'ythee, do not mock me. 

Evad. My whole life is so leprous, it infects 

All my repentance. I would buy your pardon, 
Though at the highest set f even with my life. 
That slight contrition, that's no sacrifice 
For what I have committed. 

Amin. Sure I dazzle :> 

There cannot be a faith in that foul woman, 

That knows no god more mighty than her mischiefd. 

Thou dost still worse, still number on thy faults, 

To press my poor heart thus. Can I beueve 

There's any seed of virtue in that woman 

Left to shoot up, that dares go on in sin. 

Known, and so Knov\'n as thine is ? Oh, Evadne ! 

'Would there were any safety in thy sex, 

That I might put a thousand sorrows off, 

And credit thy repentance ! But I must not : 

Thou hast brought me to that dull calamity. 

To that strange misbelief of all the world. 

And all things that are in it, that I fear 

I shall fall like a tree, and find my grave, 

Only remembering that I grieve. 

* Like a hand'toolf.'] A wolf brought up by hand ; domesticated fi^m 
its birth.— This passage, from its perfect nature, analogy, and spirit, 
lak^ht have been written by Shakspeare. 

J' At the highest set.'] Rated at the highest price. 

• Sure I dagsle."] Am confused in my eyesight ; do not fee properly. 
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Evad. My lord, 

Give me your griefs. You are an ianocent, 

A soul as white as heayen ; let not my sins 

Ferisli your noble youth. I do not Ml here 

To shadow/ by dissembling with my tears, 

(As, all say, women can), or to make less, 

"What my hot will hath done, which Heaven and you 

Know to be tougher than the hand of time 

Can cut from man's remembrance, ^o, I do not. 

I do appear the same, the same Evadne, 

Brest in the shames I lived in : the same monster ! 

But these are names of honour, to what I am : 

I do present myself the foulest creature, 

Most^isonous, dangerous, and despis'd of men, 

Lerna e'er bred, or Nilus ! I am hell. 

Till you, my dear lord, shoot your light into me. 

The beams of your forgiveness. I am soul-sick. 

And wither with the fear of one condemn'd, 

Till I have got your pardon. 

dmin, Eise, Evadne. 

Those heavenly powers that put this good into thee, 
Grant a continuance of it ! I forgive thee ! 
Make thyself worthy of it ; and take heed. 
Take heed, Evadne, this be serious. 
Mock not the powers above, that can and dare 
Give thee a great example of their justice 
To all ensuing ages, if thou playest 
With thy repentance, the best sacrifice. 

Evad. I have done nothing good to win belief. 

My life hath been so faithless. All the creatures, 
Made for heaven' s honours, have their ends, and good ones, 
All but th^ cozening crocodiles, false women ! 
They reign here like those plagues, those killing sores, 
Men pray against ; and when they die, like tales 
Til told and unbelieved, they pass away, 
And go to dust forgotten ! But, my lord. 
Those short days I shall number to my rest 

1 I do not fail here 

To shadow,'] I do not prostrate myself to make my fault appear 
otiierwise than it is. 
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(A8 many must not see me) shall, though too late. 
Though in my eyening, yet perceive I will 
(Since I can do no good, because a woman) 
Beach consfcantly at something that is near it : 
I will redeem one minute of my age. 
Or, like another Niobe, I'll weep 
Till I am water. 
Amin. I am now dissolved : 

My frozen soul melts. May each sin thou haet 
Eind a new mercy ! Bise ; I am at peace. 
Hadst thou been thus, thus excellency good. 
Before that devil king tempted thy frailty, 
Sure thou hadst made a star ! Give me thy hand. 
From this time I will know thee ; and, as far 
As honour gives me leave, be thy Amintor : 
When we meet next, I will salute thee fairly. 
And ^mj the gods to give thee happy days : 
My chariiy shall go along with thee, 
Though my embraces must be far from thee.^ 

DEATH SOUGHT BY TWO DESPAIEIKG WOMEN, ONE VIOLEliT 

AND THE OTHEB GENTLE. 

Scene — Antechamber to Evadne's apartments in the Palace, 
JEnter ASFATIA, in man's apparel, and tcUh artificial scars on her face. 

Asp. This is my fetal hour. Heaven may for^ve 
My rash attempt, that causelessly hath laid 
Griefs on me that will never let me rest. 

Enter Servant. 

Gt}d save you, sir ! 
Ser. And you, sir. "What's your business ? 
Asp. With you, sir, now ; to do me the fair office 

To help me to your lord. 
Ser. What, would you serve him ? 

^ ** The difficulty of giving at once truth, strength, and delicacy to 
female repentance for the loss of honour is finely accomplishecl in 
Evadne. The stage perhaps has few scenes more affecting than that in 
which she obtains foigiveness of Amintor, on terms which interest us 
in his compassion without compromising lus honour.*' — Campbell. 



THS maid's tsagbst. 67 

Aip. rn do him any service ; but to haste, 

Eor my affidrs are earnest^ I desire 

To speak with him. 
Ser. Sir, because you're in such haste, I would be loth 

Delay you any longer : you cannot. 
Asp, It shall become you, though, to tell your lord. 
Ser. Sir, he will speak with nobody ; but, in particular, 

I have in charge, about no weighty matters. 
jlsp. This is most strange. Art thou gold-proof? 

There's for thee ; help me to him. 
Ser. 'Pr&j be not angry, sur. I'll do my best. {^Exit, 

Asp. How stubbomly this fellow answered me ! 

There is a vile dishonest trick in man, 

More than in woman. All the men I meet 

Appear thus to me ; are all harsh and rude ; 

An§ have a subtflty in eTerything, 

"Which love could never know. But we fond women 

Harbour the easiest and the smoothest thoughts. 

And think, all shall go so ! It is unjust 

That men and women should be match'd together. 

Enter Amiktob and his Man. 

Amin. Where is he P 

Ser, There, my lord, 

Amin. What woidd you, sirP 

Asp, Please it your lordship to command your man 
Out of the room, I shall deliver things 
Worthy your hearing. 

Jmin, Leave us. lExii Servant. 

Asp, Oh, that that shape 

Shotdd buiy falsehood in it I 

Amin. Now your will, sir. 

Asp. When you know me, my lord, you needs must guess 
My busmess ; and I am not hard to know ; 
Eor till the chance of war mark'd this smooth face 
With these few blemishes, people would call me 
My sister's picture, and her mine. In short, 
I am the brother to the wrong'd Aspatia. 

Amin. The wrong'd Aspatia ! 'Would thou wert so too 
Unto the wrong'd Amintor ! Let me kiss 
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That hand of thine, in honour tliat I beair 
Unto the wro ng'd Aspatia. Here I atsnd. 
That did it. ' W ould he could not ! Gende joni^ 
Leave me ; for there is something in ihj looks. 
That calls my sins, in a most hideous form. 
Into my mind ; and I have gnef enough 
Without thy help. 

Asp, I would I could with credit. 

Since I was twelve years old, I had not aeen 

My sister till this hour ; I now arriv'd : 

She sent for me to see her marriage ; 

A woful one ! But they, that are above. 

Have ends in everything. She used few words 

But vet enough to make me understand 

The baseness of the injuries you did her. 

That little training I have had, is war : 

I may behave myself rudely in peace ; 

I would not, though. I sludl not need to tell you, 

I am but young, and would be loth to lose 

Honour, that is not easily gain'd again. 

JFairly I mean to deal. The age is strict 

Por single combats ; and we shall be stopp'd. 

If it be publish'd. If you like your sword, 

Use it ; if mine appear a better to you. 

Change : for the ground is this, and this the time, 

To end our difference. 

Amin, Charitable youth, 

(If thou be'st such) think not I will maintain 
So strange a wrong : and, for thy sister's sake. 
Know, that I could not think that desperate thing 
I diu'st not do ; yet, to enjoy this world, 
I would not see her ; for, beholding thee, 
I am I know not what. If I have aught, 
That may content thee, take it, and begone ; 
Por death is not so terrible as thou. 
Thine eyes shoot guilt into me. 

Asp. Thus, she swore, 

Thou wouldst behave thyself; and give me words 
That would fetch tears into mine eyes ; and so 
Thou dost indeed. But yet she bade me watch. 
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Ere I retum'd. 
Andn. That must not be with me. 

For her I'll die directly ; but against her 

"Win never hazard it. 
Asp. Yon mnst be urged. 

I do not deal nnciyiUj with those 

That dare to %ht ; but such a one as you 

Must be used thus. \Hhe strikes him. 

Amin, I pr'ythee, youth, take heed. 

Thy sister is to me a thing so much 

AboYe miAe honour, that I can endure 

All this. 6k)od gods ! a blow I can endure ! 

But stir^ not, lest thou draw a timeless death 

"Upon thyself. 
Asp, liiou art some prating fellow ; 

One, that hath studied out a trick to talk. 

And move soft-hearted people ; to be kick'd 

[She kicks him. 

Thus, to be kick'd ! — ^Why should he be so slow 

In ginng me my death ? {.Iside. 

Amin, A man can bear 

No more, and keep his flesh. Forgive me, then ! 

I would endure yet, if I could. Now show [Draws, 

The spirit thou pretend'st, and understand. 

Thou hast no hour to live. 

[They fight ; Aspatia is wounded. 
What dost thou mean P 

Thou canst not %ht : the blows thou mak'st at me 

Are quite besides ; and those I offer at thee. 

Thou spread'st thine arms, and tak'st upon thy breast, 

Alas, defenceless ! 
Asp. I have got -enough. 

And my desire. There is no place so fit 

For me to die as here. 

Enter £tai)K£, her hands bloody, with a knife. 

Evad. Amintor, I am loaden with events. 

That fly to make thee happy. I have joj-s. 
That in a moment can call back thy wrongs, 



I 
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And setUe thee in thj free state again. 
It is Evadne still that follows tiiee. 
But not her mischiefs. 

Amin, Tbou canst not fool me to belieye again ; 
But thou hast looks and things so full of news. 
That I am stay'd. 

Evxid, Noble Amintor, put off thy amaze, 

Let thine eyes loose, and speak. Am I not fair? 
Looks not Eyadne beauteous, with these rites now? 
Were those hours half so loyely in thine eyes, 
When our hands met before the holy man ? 
I was too foul within to look &ir then : 
Since I knew ill, I was not free till now. 

Amin, There is presage of some important thing 

About thee, which it seems thy tongue hath lost. 
Thy hands are bloody, and thou hast a knife ! 

JEvad. in this consists thy happiness and mine. 
Joy to Amintor ! for the kins is dead. 

Amin. Those haye most power to hurt us, that we loye; 
We lay our sleeping liyes within their arms ! 
Why, thou hast raised up Mischief to his height. 
And found out one, to out-name thy other faults. 
Thou hast no intermission of thy sins, 
But all thy life is a continued ill. 
Black is thy colour now, disease thy nature. 
** Joy to Amintor !" Thou hast touch'd a life^ 
The yery name of which had power to chain 
Up all my rage, and calm my wildest wrongs. 

Evad, 'Tis done ; and since I could not find a way 
To meet thy loye so clear as through his life, 
I cannot now repent it. 

Amin. Couldst thou prociure the gods to speak to me^ 
To bid me loye this woman, and forgiye, 
I think I should fall out with them. Behold, 
Here lies a youth whose wounds bleed in my breast^ 
Sent by a yiolent fate, to fetch his death 
Prom ray slow hand : and, to augment my woe, 
You are now present, stain' d with a king's blood. 
Violently shed. This keeps night here. 
And throws an unknown wilderness about me. 
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9p. Oh, oh^ oh ! 

01171. No more ; pursue me not 

vad. Forgive me, then, 

And take me to thy hed. "We may not part. [Kneels. 
min, Porbear ! Be wise, and let my rage go this way. 
f>ad, 'Tis you that I would stay, not it. 
min. Take heed, - 

It will return with me. 
vad. If it must be, 

I shall not fear to meet it : take me home. 
min. Thou monster of cruelty, forbear ! 
vad. Eor heaven's sake, look more calm : thine eyes are 
sharper 

Than thou canst make thy sword. 
min. Away, away ! , 

Thy knees are more to me than violence. 

I am worse than sick to see knees follow me, 

Por that I must not grant. For Heaven's sake, stand. 
vad. Beceive me, then. 
min. I dare not stay thy language : 

In midst of all my anger and my grief, 

Thou dost awake somethiiig that troubles me, 

And says, " I lov'd thee once." I dare not stay. 

\_Leaves her^ 
vad. Amintor, thou shalt love me now again : 

Go ; I am calm. Farewell, and peace for ever ! 

Evadne, whom thou hat'st, will die for thee. 

[Kills herslf. 
^min. I have a little human nature yet, 

That's left for thee, that bids me stay thy hand. 

[lietuTms^ 
had. Thy hand was welcome, but it came too late. 

[She dies.. 
Isp. Oh, oh, oh ! 
Imin. This earth of mine doth tremble, and I feel 

A stark afirighted motion in my blood : 

My soul grows weaiy of her house, and I 

AU over am a trouble to myself. 

There is some hidden power in these dead things, 

That calls my flesh unto 'em : I am cold ! 
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Be resolute, and bear 'em company. 
There's something, yet, which I am loth to leaye. 
There's man enough in me to meet the fears 
That death can bring ; and yet, 'would it were done I 
I can find nothing in the whole discourse 
Of death I durst not meet the boldest way ; 
Yet still, betwixt the reason and the act, 
The wrong I to Aspatia did, staxids up : 
I have not such another fault to answer. 
Though &he may justly arm herself with aconi 
And hate of me, my soul will part less troubled, 
"When I have paid to her in tears my sorrow. 
I will not leave this act unsatisfied, 
K aU that's left in me can answer it. 
Asp. Was it a dream P There stands Amintor stLQ ; 

Or I dream still. 
Amin, How dost thou P Speak ! receive my love and help. 
Thy blood climbs up to his old place again : 
There's hop6 of thy recovery. 
Asp. Did you not name Aspatia P 
Amin. I did. 

Asp. And talk'd of tears and sorrow unto her P 
Amin. 'Tis true ; and till these happy signs in thee 
Did stay my course, 'twas thither I was going. 
Asp. Thou art there already, and these wounds are hers : 
Those threats I brought with me sought not revenge ; 
But came to fetch this blessing &om thy hand. 
I am Aspatia yet. 
Apnin. Dare my soul ever look abroad again P 
Asp. I shall surely live, Amintor ; I am well : 

A kind of healthful joy wanders within me. 
Amin. The world wants lives to excuse thy loss ! 

Come, let me bear thee to some place of help. 
A^p» Amintor, thou must stay ; I must rest here ; 
My strength begins to disobey my will. 
How dost thou, my best soul ? I would fain live 
Now, if I could. Wouldst thou have loved me then ? 
Amin. Alas! 

All that I am's not worth a hair from thee. 
Jsp. Give me thy hand ; my hands grope up and down. 
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And cannot find tbee. I am wondrous sick : 

Have I thy hand Amintor ? 
Amin, Thou greatest blessing of the world, thou hast. 
Asp, I do believe thee better than mj sense. 

Oh ! I must go. Farewell ! \pies, 

Amin. She swoons ! Aspatia ! — ^Help I for Heaven's sake, 
water! 

Such as may chain life ever to this &ame. — 

Aspatia, speak ! — ^What, no help yet ? I fool ! 

I'll chafe her temples. Yet there's nothing stirs : 

Some hidden power tell her, Amintor calls. 

And let her answer me ! — ^Aspatia, speak ! — 

I have heard, if there be any life, but bow 

The body thus, and it will show itself. 

Oh, she is gone ! I will not leave her yet. 

Since out of justice we must challenge nothing, 

I'll call it mercy, if you'll pity me. 

Ye heavenly powers ! and lend, for some few years. 

The blessed soul to this fair seat again. 

No comfort comes ; the gods deny me too ! 

I'll bow the body once again. — Aspatia ! — 

The soul is fled for ever ; and I wrong 

Myself, so long to lose her company. 

Must I talk now ? Here's to be with thee, love ! 

\^tah8 hiriMelf, 
Enter Servant. 

Serv, *This is a great grace to my lord, to have the new king 
come to hua: I must tell him he is entering. — Oh, 
God ! Help, help ! 

Enter Lysippus, Melantius (Evadne's brother,) Calianax 
(Aspatia's fether), Cleok, Diphiltts, and Stbato. 

Ly*. Where's Amintor ? 

Serv. Oh, there, there. 

Cys. How strange is this ! 

CaL What shoidd we do here ? 

MeL These deaths are such acquainted things with me, 
That yet my heart dissolves not. May I stand 
Stiff here for ever ! Eyes, call up your tears ! 
T)m is Ambtor. Heart I he was my friend ; 
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Melt ; now it flows. — Amintor, give u word 

To call me to thee. 
Amin, Oh ! _ ^ 

MeL Melantius calls his friend Amintor. Oh ! 

Thy arms are kinder to me than thj tongue. 

Speak, speak ! 
Amin. AVhat ? 
MeL That little word was worth all the sounds 

That ever I shall hear again. 
Di^h. Oh, brother ! 

Here lies your sister slain ; you lose yourself 

In sorrow there. 
MeL Why, Diphilus, it is 

A thing to laugh at, in respect of this : 

Here was my sister, father, brother, son ; 

All that I had ! — Speak once again : what youth 

Lies slain there by thee P 
Amin. 'Tis Aspatia. 

My lost is said. Let me give up my soul 

Into thy bosom. \IHe9. 

CaL What's that ? what's that? Aspatia ! 
Mel. I never did 

Eepent the greatness of my heart till now ; 

It will not burst at need. 
CaL My daughter dead here too ! And you have all fine 

new tricks to grieve ; but I ne'er knew any but direct 

crying. 
MeL I ara a prattler ; but no more. lOj^era to kill hinuelf. 
Diph. Hold, hrother. 
Ly9. Stop him. 
Diph. Fie ! how unmanly was this offer in you ; 

Does this become our strain P 
CaL I know not what .the matter is, but I am grown very 

kind, and am friends with you. You have given me 

that among you will kill me quickly ; but I'll go home, 

and live as long as I can. 
Jfei'. His spirit is but poor, that can be kept 

From death for want of weapons. 

Is not my hand a weapon sharp enough 

To stop my breath ? or, if you tie down those, 

I vow, Amintor, I will never eat. 
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Or drink, or sleep, or have to do with that 
That may preserve life ! This I swear to keep 
Ly9, Look to him though, and bear those bodies in. 
May this a fair example be to me, 
To rule with temper : for, on lustful kings, 
Unlook'd-for, sudden deaths from heaven are sent ; 
But curst is he that is their instrument. [Exennt. 

[One oharacteristio of the excellent old poets is their being able to 
bestow grace npon subjects which naturally do not seem susceptible of 
any. , I will mention two instances : Zebnane in the Arcadia oi Sidney, 
and Helena in the AlVs Well tJuUEndi Well of Shakspeare. What can be 
more unpromising at first sight than the idea of a young man dis- 
guising hmiself in woman's attire, and passing himself off as a woman 
among women? and that too for a long space of time? Yet Sir 
Philip has preserved such a matchless decorum, that neither does 
Pyrocles* manhood suffer any stain for the effeminacy of Zelmane,nor ift 
the respect due to the princesses at all diminished when the deception 
comes to be known. In the sweetly constituted mind of Sir ^lili^ 
Sidney it seems as if no ugly thought nor unhandsome meditation could 
find a harbour. He turned all that he touched into images of honour 
and virtue. Helena, in Shakspeare, is a young woman seekine a mazr. 
in marriage. The ordinary laws of courtship are reversed. Yet with 
such exquisite address is this dangerous subject handled, that Helena's 
forwardness loses her no honour ; delicacy dispenses with her laws in. 
her &vour, and Kature in her single case seems content to suffer a sweet 
vidation. 

'* Aspatia, in this tragedy, is a character equally difficult with Helena 
of being manaeed with grace. She too b a slighted woman, refused by 
a man who had once engaged to marry her. Yet it is artfully contrived 
that while we pity her, we respect her, and she descends without de- 
gradation. So much true poetry and passion can do to confer dignity 
upon subjects which do not seem capable of it. But Aspatia must not 
be oompfured at all points with Helena ; she does not so absolutely pre- 
dominate over her situation, but she suffers some diminution, some 
abatement of the full lustre of the female character, which Helena never 
does : her character has many degrees of sweetness, some of delicacy^ 
but it has weakness which if we do not despise we are sorry for. After 
all, Beaumont and Fletcher were but an inferior sort of Shakspeares and 
l^nejs." — ^Lamb. 

" The Maid's Tragedy ^ unfortunately, beautiful and essentially moral 
as it is, cannot be called a tragedy for maids, and indeed should hardly 
be read by any respectable woman. It abounds with that studiously 
protracted indecency which distinguished Fletcher beyond all our early 
dramatists, and is so much incorporated with his plays, that very few of 
them can be so altered as to become tolerable at present on the stage." 
Haujlm.] 
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A KOTG AND NO KTSQ.^ 

THB phuosofht oi kicks abcd BumrcMU 

Bitius, a beaten poUrotm, appliei to a couple of fnfemomaJL imOm, aho 
poltroont, to tU injudgmeni on kit case, and ieHify to kis ekmrmterfor 
valour. They acoompany kim to the Moute of Saeurime io do w, and 
bring an unexpected cer6/teate on the wkolepirtf, 

ScBNB — A Roam in the Home ofBeeeue. 
Enter Bbbsus^ Two Swordamaiy tmda Boj* 

Be9, You're very welcome, both ! Some stoola theire^ boj ; 
And reach a table. Gentlemen o* th' swocd, 
Fray sit, without more compliment. Begone^ child I 
I have been curious in the searching of you. 
Because I understand you wise and valiant. 

1st Sw. We iLnderstand ourselves, sir. 

BeMua. Nay, gentlemen, and dear fiaenda of the sword, 
!No compUment, I pray ; but to the cause 
I hang upon, which, in few, is my honour. 

2nd Sw, xou cannot hang too much, sir, for vour honour^— 
But to your cause. Be wise, and speak the truth. 

Bes. My first doubt is, my beatii^ by my prince. 

1st Sw, Stay there a little, sir. Do you doubt a beating ? 
Or, have you had a beating by your prince P 

Bes, Gentlemen o' th' sword, my prince has beaten me. 

2nd Sw. (to 1st), Brother, what think you of this case P 

1st Sw. If he has beaten him, the case is dear. 

2nd Sw, If he have beaten him, I grant the case : 

But how ? We cannot be too subtle in this business ,* 
I say, but how ? 

Be9. Even vrith his royal hand. 

1st Sw. Was it a blow of love or indignation ? 

^es. 'Twas twenty blows of indignation, gentlemen : 
Besides two blows o' th' face. 

2ndSw. Those blows o' th' face have made a new cause on't; 
The rest were but an honourable rudeness. 

^ Story of a brave but pompous and bragging sovereign, who turns 
out to have no right to his thjrone. The only scenes in tiie plavworth 
preserving are the admirable ones here extracted concerning jBessus, 
who may bo styled the Prince of Poltroons. 



t Sw. Two blows o' th' face, and giyen by a worse man, 
I must confess, as tiie swordsmen say, had tum'd 
The business ; mark me, brother, bj a worse man ; 
Bat, being by his prince, had they been ten, 
And those teioi drawn ten teeth, besides the hasard 
Of his nose for eter, all this had been but favour. 
This is my fiat opinion, which I'll die in. 

nd Sw, The king may do much, Captain, beliere it ; 
For had he cTack'd your skull through, like a bottle. 
Or broke a rib or two, with tossing of you. 
Yet you had lost no honour. This is strange, 
You may imi^;ine ; but this is truth now, Captain. 

^es. I will be^lad to embrace it, gentlemen; 
But how &r may he strike me P 

ft Sw. There's another ; 

A new cause rising from the time and distance. 

In whict I will deliver my opinion. 

IVe may strike, beat, or cause to be heatea 

(For these are natural to man). 

Your prince, I say, may beat you so fttr forth 

As his dominion readies : that's for the distance ; 

The time, ten miles a day, I take it. 

nd Sw. Brother, you err ; 'tis ^fleen miles a day ; 
His stage is ten, his beatings are fifteen. 

*e8. *Tb of the longest, but we wibjects must — 

8t Sw. (interrt^tinff). Be subjecvv|o it. You are wise and 
virtuous. 

tes. Obedience ever makes that noble use on't, 

To which I dedicate my beaten body. [sword. 

I must trouble you a Httte frtfther, gentlemen o' th* 

nd Sw. No trouble at all to us, sir, if we may 
Profit your understanding. We are bound. 
By virtue of our cidling, to utter our opinion 
Shortly and discreetly. 

tes. My sorest business is, I hove been kick'd. 

\nd Sw. How &r, sir ? 

te. STot to flatter myself in it, all over. 

My sword lost, but Yiot forced ; for discreetly 
I render'd it, to save that imputation. 

L:< Sto, It show'd discretion, the best part of valour. 
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2nd Sw, Brother, this is a pretty cause : frnj^ think on'tt 

Our friend here has been kick'd. 
1st Sw. He has so, brother. 
find Sw. Sorely, he sa^s. Now had he sat down here 

Upon the mere kick, 't had been cowardly. 
)8t Sw. I think it had been cowardly, indeed. 
2nd Sw. But our friend has redeem' d it, in delivering 
His sword without compulsion ; and that man 
That took it of him, I pronounce a weak one, 
Aud his kicks nullities. 

He should have kick'd him after the delivering, 
Which is the confirmation of a coward. 
Ist Sw, Brother, I take it, you mistake the question: 

'Fat say, that I were kick'd. 
2nd Sw. I must not say so : 

Nor I must not hear it spoke by th' tongue o' man. 
Tou kick'd, dear brother ! You are merry 
1st Sw. But put the case, I were kick'd. 
2nd Sw. Let them put it. 

That are things weary of their lives, and know 
Not honour ! Put the case, you were kick'd I 
1*^ Sw. I do not say I was kick'd. 
2nd Sw. No ; nor no silly creature that wears his head 
Without a case, his soul in a skin-coat. 
You kick'd, dear brother ! 
Bes. Nay, gentlemen, let us do what we shall do, 

Truly and honestly. Good sirs, to the question. 
1st Sw. Why then, I say, suppose your boy kick'd. 

Captain. 
2nd Sw. The boy, may be suppos'd, is liable ; 

But, kick my brother ! 
1st Sw. (to Bessus). A foolish forward zeal, Sir, in my friend. 

But, to the boy. Suppose the boy were kick'd. 
Bes, I do suppose it. 
1*^ Sw. Has your boy a sword ? 

Bes. Surely, no. I pray, suppose a sword too. [then. 

1st Sw. I do suppose it. You grant your boy was kick'd, 
2nd Sw. By no means, Captain. Let it be supposed, still 

The word ** grant" makes not for us. 
1st Sw. I say this must be granted. 
o--^ Sw. This must be granted, brother ? 
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Ist Sw. Ajy this must be grantecL 

2nd Sw. Still, this must f 

1st Sw. I saj, this must be granted. 

2nd Sw. Ay? Oive me the must again? Brother, jou 

1st Sw. I will not hear you, wasp. [palter. 

2nd Sw. Brother, 

I say you palter. The must three times together ! 

I wear as sharp steel as another man, 

And my fox^ bites as deep. Musted^ my dear brother X 

But to the cause again. 
Bes. Nay, look you, gentlemen. 
2nd Sw. In a word, I ha' done. 
1st Sw. {to Bessus). A tall man, but intemperate. 'Tis great 

Once more, suppose the boy kick*d. [p^^*"" 

2nd Sw. Porward. 

\st Sw. And being thoroughly kick'd, laughs at the kicker. 
2nd Sw. So much for us. Proceed. 
1st Sw. And in this beaten scorn, as I may call it. 

Delivers up his weapon. Where lies the error ? 
Bes. It lies i' th' beating, sir. I found it four days since. 
2nd Sw. The error, and a sore one, I take it. 

Ides in the thing kicking. 
Bes. I understand that well — 'Tis sore, indeed, Sir. 
1st Sw. That is according to the man that did it. 
2nd Sw. There springs a new branch. Whose was the foot ? 
Bes. A lord's. 
ist Sw. The cause is mighty : but had it been two lords, 

And both had kick*d you, had you laugh'd, 'tis clear. 
Bes. I did lau^h ; but how will that help me, gentlemen P 
2nd Sw. Yes, it shall help you, if you laugh'd aloud. 
Bes. As loud as a kick'd man could laugh, I laugh'd, Sir. 
1st Sw. My reason now. The valiant man is known 

By sufTerins; and contemning. You have had 

Enough of both, and vou are valiant. 
2nd Sw. If he be sure he has been kick'd enough : \ 

7or that brave sufferance you speak of, brother, 

Consists, not in a beating and away. 

But in a cudgell'd body, from eighteen 

To eight and thirty : in a head rebuked 

^ The old cant word for sword. 
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With pots of all size, daggers, sioobf, and bedstaves. 

This shows a valiant man. 
Bes. Then I am valiant : as valiant as the proudest ; 

Por these are all fanuliar things to me ; 

Familiar as my sleep, or want of monejr- 

All mv whole body's but one bruise with beating. 

I think I have been cudgeU'd by all nations, 

And almost all religions. 
2nd Sw* Embrace him, brother. This man is valiant. 

I know it by myself, he's valiant. 
let Sw. Captain, thou art a valiant gentleman^ 

To bide upon ; a very valiant mai\. 
Bes, My equal friends o' th' sword, I must request 

Tour hands to this. 
2nd Sw. 'Tis fit it should be. 
Bes. Boy, 

Go get me some wine, and pen and ink, within.-— 

Am I clear, gentlemen ? 
lat 8tv, Sir, when the world 

Has taken notice of what we have done. 

Make much of your body ; for I'll pawn my steel*. 

Men will be coyer of their legs hereafter. 
Bes, I must request you go along, and testify 

To the lord Bacurius, whose foot has struck me,. 

How you find my cause. 
2nd Sw, We will ; and tell that lord he must be rul'd. 

Or there be those abroad will rule his lordship. 

[Exeunt. 

' / SOEKE — The H(ni4e of Bacurtua^ 

Enter Baoubiits and a Servant. 

Bac. Three gentlemen without, to speak with me ? 

Serv, Yes, sir. 

Bac. Let them come in. 

Enter Bbssus with the two Swordsmen. 

Serv. They are enter'd, sir, already. [men ? 

Bac, Now fellows, your business ? Are these the gentle- 
Bee. My lord, I have made bold to bring; these gentlemen. 
My friends q' th' swprd, along with me. 
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£ae. lam 

Afraid you'll fight, then P 
£e8. My good lord, I will not ; 

Your lordship is Tnigtaken. Fear not, brd. 
£ae. Sir, I am sony for it. 
Bes. I ask no more 

In honour.-Oeiitlemen, you hen my lord 
Is sorry. 
JBae. Not that I have beaten jou. 

But beaten one that will be beaten ; 
One whose dull body will require a lamming, 
As surfeits do the diet, spring and fall. 
Now, to your swordsmen : 
What come ther for, ^ood Oaptain Stoekfish P 
Bes, It seems your lordship has forgot my name. 
JBac. No, nor your nature neither ; though they are 
Things fitter, I must confess, for anything 
Than my remembrance, or any honest num's — [yard ? 
What snail these billeto do P Be piled up in my wood- 
JBes, Tour lordship holds your mirth still : heayen continue 
But, for these gentlemen, they come— [it ! 

Sae, To swear you are a coward P Spare your task ; 

I do belieye it. 
Ses, Tour lordship still draws wide : 

They come to youch, under their yahant names, 
I am no coward. 
Bae, That would be a show indeed worth seeing. Sirs, 
Be wise, and take money for this motion ;^ trayel 

with it ; 
And where the name of Bessus has been known, 
Or a good coward stirring, 'twill yield more than 
A til&g. This will prove more beneficial to you,; 
If you be thrifty, than your Captainship, 
And more natural. Men of most yaUant hands, 
Is this true ? 
2nd Sw, It is so, most renown'd. 
Bac. 'Tis somewhat strange. 

^ Take money far this motion,'] Make money by showing these feUows 
about the country. Motion, i. e. a spectacle set in motion, was a word 
for a puppet-show. 
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1st Sto, Lord, it is strange, jet true. 

We have examin'd, m>m jour lordship's foot tHeie 
To this man's head, the nature of the beatings ; 
And we do find his honour is come off 
Clean and sufficient. This as our swords shall help us. 
JBac .{to Betms). You are much bounden to jour bilbo-men.' 
I am glad you're straight again, Captain. 'Twere good 
You would think some waj how to gratify them : 
Thej have undergone a labour for jou, SSsssus, 
Would have puzzled Hercules with all his valour. 
2nd Sw, Your lordship must understand we are no men 
Of the law, that take pay for our opinion : 
It is sufficient we have dear'd our triend. 
Bac. Yet there is something due, which I, as touch'd 
In conscience, will disimarge. — Captain, Til paj 
This rent for vou. 
Bes. Spare jourself, mj.good lord ; 

My brave friends aim at nothing but the virtue. 
Bac, Tnat's but a cold dischars^e, sir, for the pains. 
2nd Sw. Oh lord, mj good lord ! 
£ac. Be not so modest ; I will give you something. 
Bes. Thej shall dine with jour lordsnip. That's sufficient. 
Bac, Something in hand the while. You rogues, jou apple 
squires! 
Do JOU come hither with jour bottled valour. 
Your windj froth, to limit out mj beatings ? 

[Kicks them* 
1st Sw» I do beseech jour lordship — 
2nd Sw. Oh, ffood lora ! 

Bac, 'Sfoot, mi&t a bevj of beaten slaves are here ! 
Get me a cudgel, sirrah, and a tough one. 

[Exit Servant. 
2nd Sw. More of jour foot, I do beseech your lordship. 
Bac. You shall, jou shall, dog, and jour ^Uow beagle. 
1st Sw. O' this side, good mj lord. 
Bac. Off with jour swords ; 

Por if JOU hurt mj foot, I'll have jou flajed. 
You rascals. 

^ Bilbo-men^ Swordsmen ; from Bilboa in Spain, a place funous for 
the manofiActare of awords. 
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1st Sw. Mine a off, mj lord. [2%^ /o^e oj^ their swords, 
2nd 8w, I beseech jour lordaliip, stay a little ; mj strip's 

Kow, when jou please. [tied. 

Bae, Captain, these are jonr raliant friends : 

You long for a little too ? 
Bes. I am very well, I humbly thank your lordship. 
Bae. What's that in your pocket hurts my toe, you mongrel ? 
2nd Sw. (takes out apistd). Here 'tis, sir ; a small piece of 
artillery. 

That a genueman, a dear friend of your lordship's, 

Sent me with to get it mended, sir ; for, if you mark. 

The nose is somewhat loose. 
Bae, A friend of mine, you rascal ! 

I was never wearier of doing nothing. 

Than kicking these two foot-balls. 

Enter Servant. 

Serv, Here's a good cudgel, sir. 

Bae It comes too late : I am weary. Fr'ythee^ 
Do thou beat them. 

2nd Sw. My lord, this is foul play, 

'I £iith, to put a fresh man upon us : 
Men are but men, sir. 

Bae. That jest shall save your bones. — Oaptain, rally up 
your rotten regiment, and begone. — I had rather 
thrash, than be bound to kick these rascals till they 
cried. Ho ! — Bessus, — ^you mavput your hand to them 
now, and thus you are quit.— ^fiirewell I As you like 
this, pray visit me again. 'Twill keep me in good 
health. [Bxit. 

2nd 8w. He has a devilish hard foot I I never felt the like ! 

1st Sw. Nor I ; and yet I am sure I have felt a hundred. 

2ndSw. If he kick thus i' ti^' dog days, he'll be dry- 
foundered.* 
What cure now, Captain, besides oil of bays P 

Bes. Wh^ well enough, I warrant you. Tou can go ? 

?md Sw. Yes, heaven be thank'd ! But I feel a shrewd ache ; 
Sure he has sprang my ankle-bone. 

^ W// be dry-faundered.'] WiU link to the etrth for thim. 
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lit Sw. I have loet a haanch. 

Bet. A little butter, friend, a little bnttw : 

Butter and parsley is a sovereign matter : 

Probatum est. 
2nd Sw, Captain, we must request 

Your liand now to our honours. 
Bes. Yes, marry, shall ve ; 

And then let all the world come* We are valiaiit 

To ourselves ; and there's an end. 
let Sw. Nay, then, we must be valiant. Oh my ribs ! 
2nd Sw, A plague upon those sharp-toed shoes! They're 
murderers ! 

[" The pretended self-deoeption with which a eoward lies to his own 
thoughts, the necessity for support which induces him to apply to 
others as cowardly as himself for the warrant of their good opimon, sod 
the £Mcination8 of vanity which impel such men into the exposure whidi 
they fancy they have taken the subtlest steps to guard asainst, are mort 
entertainingly set forth in the interview of Bessus with uie two IrallieB, 
and the subsequent catastrophe of all three in the hands of Baouriiis. 
The nice balance of distinction and difference in which the bullies pre- 
tend to weigh the merits of kicks and beatings, and the impossibmty 
which they affect of a shadow of imputation against their valour, or 
even of the power to assume it hypothetically, are masterly plajs of wit 
of the first order." — Wit and Humour, Sfc. p. 174.3 



THE SCOENFUL LADY. 
AK ELDEBLY SEEVrKO-MAID LOOKIISGt HABBIA&B-WABDS. 

She had a tale how Cupid struck her in love with a 
great lord in the Tilt-yard,^ but he never saw her ; vet 
she, in kindness, would needs wear a willow-garland at 
his wedding: eJie loved all the players in the last 
queen's time once over ; she was staick when they 
acted lovers, and forsook some when they played 

' On the site of the present Horse Guards ; where the courtiers used 
to amuse themselves with knightly exercises. 



SHS 8C0BKFUX. LADT. 75 

murderers. She has Dine spur-royals,^ and the servants 
say she hoards old gold; and she herself pronounces, 
eagerly, that the frnneir's eldest son (or h^ mistress's 
hushand's derk that sludl he) that marries her shall 
maike her a jointure of fourscore pounds a year. 

Alf ACOXPTEn IiOTXB BXFBSBSEB. 

An aparUMmi in ike house cf ike Seomfltl Lady. MiUer (wUk Youircnovx, 
ker wttUing^wuud) ike liady io liOYSuras, «ko ka$ hegjged io speak with 
her. 

Lady, Now, sir, this first part of your will is performed : 
what's the rest P 

La9$leg9, Mistress, for me to praise over again that worth 
which you yourself and ail the world can see— 

Liufy Uhiverinff). It's a cold room this, servant. 

Low, Mistress — 

Lady. What think you if I have a chimney for it, out here ? 

Love, Mistress, another in my place, that were not tied to 
believe all your actions just, would apprehend himself 
wronged: but I whose virtues are constancy and 
obedienee-— 

Lady (to waiHnff^woman). Younglove, make a good fire 
above, to warm me after my servant's exordiums. 

Love. I have heard, and seen, your afiability to be such, that 
the servants you give wages to may speak. 

Lady. 'Tis true, 'tis tnie ; but they speak to the purpose. 

Love, Mistress, your will leads my speedies from the pur- 
pose : but, as a man 

Lady (interrupting him), A simile, servant P This room was 
built for honest meanors, that deliver themselves hastily 
and plainly, and are gone. Is this a time or place for 
exoioiums, and similes, and metaphors P If vou have 
aught to say, break into it. My answers shall very 
reasonably meet you. 

Love. Mistress, I came to see you. 

Lady, That's happily dispatched. The next ? 

Love, To take leave of you. 

Lady. To be gone P 

^ Gold coins worth ISs. eaoh, and so called because they had a star 
on the vevene resembliiig the lowA of a spur. — ^Dtcb. 
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MjOV€% X04* 

Lady. You need not have despaired of that ; nor have used 
80 many drcamataDoes to win me to gire you leaye to 
perform m j command. Is there a th£d P 

Love. Yes, I had a third, had you been apt to hear it. 

Zady. I P Never apter. Past, good servant, &aL 

Love, 'Twas to entreat you to hear reason. 

Lady. Most willingly. Have you brought one can speak it P 

Love. Lastly, it is to kindle in that biurren heart love and 
foiviveness. 

Lady, x ou would stay at home P 

lave. Yes, lady. 

Lady. Why, you may, and doubtlessly will, when you have 
debated that your commander is but your mistress ; a 
woman ; a w^ak one, wildly overborne with passions. 
But the thing by her commanded, is, to see Dover's 
dreadful di^ passing, in a poor water-house, the 
dan^|ers of the merciless channel twizt that and Calais ; 
five long hours* sail, vdth three weeks' poor victuals ! 

Love, You wrong me. 

Lady, Then, to land dumb, unable to enquire for an English 
host ; — to remove from city to city, oy most chargeable 
post-horses, like one that rode in quest of his mother 
tongue ; — 

Love, (interrupting). You wrong me much. 

Lady, And for all these almost invincible labours performed 
for your mistress, to be in danger to provoke her, and 
to put on new allegiance to some fxench lady, who 
is content to change language with you for 
lauffhter ; and, after your whole year spent in tennis 
and broken speech, to stand to the hazard of being 
laughed at, at your retium, and have tales made on you 
bythe chambermaids. 
Love, lou wrong me much. 
Lady, Louder yet. 

Love, You know your least word is of force to make me 
seek out dangers : move me not with toys. But in 
this banishment I must take leave to say you are unjust. 
Was one kiss, forced from you in public by me, so 
unpardonable P Why, all hours have seen us kiss. 
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Lady. 'TIb true; and so you satisfied the company that 
heard me chide. 

XoTtf . Your own eyes were not dearer to you than I. 

Lady, And so you told 'em. 

Lone. I did; yet no sim of disgrace need to have 
stained your cheek, x ou yourswf knew your pure and 
simple heart to be most unspotted, and free m)m the 
least baseness. 

Lady. I did : but if a maid's heart doth but once think 
that she is suspected, her own face will write her 
guilty. 

Love. But where lay this disgrace ? The world that knew 
US| knew our resolutions well ; and could it be hoped 
that I should give away my freedom, and venture 
a perpetual bondage, with one I never kissed P or could 
I, in strict wisdom, take too much love upon me, from 
her that chose me for her husband ? 

Lady. Believe me, if my wedding-smock were on, — 

Were the gloves bought and given, — ^the license come,— 
Were the rosemary branches dipped,^ and all 
The hippocras' and cakes eat and cbank of, — 
Were these two arms encompass'd with the hands 
Of batchelors, to lead me to the church, — 
Were my feet at the door, — ^were " I John" said, — 
If John should boast a favour done by me, 
I would not wed that year. And you, I hope. 
When you have spent this year commodiously. 
In achieving languages, will, at your return, 
Acknowledge me more coy of narting with mine eyes 
Than such a friend. More talk I hold not now. 
If you dare go 

Love. I dare, you know. Eirst, let me kiss. 

' This herb was used as an emblem of remembrance at weddings as 
well as funerals. — Wbber and Dyce. 

' Hippocras was a favourite medicated drink, composed of wiTie 
(asually red), with spices and sugar. It is generally supposed to have 
been so called from Hippocrates (contracted by our earliest writers to 
Hippooms) ; perhaps because it was strained, — the woollen bag used by 
apothecaries to strain syrups and decoctions being termed nippoeraUt # 
i/^«^.— Dtcb. 
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Lady (de^inmg). "Ftaewelly Bweet Berfaat. Your indc 
perform'dy 
On a new groond, tm a begbmiiig mnbor^ 
I shall be apt to hear you. [JSrIf. 

Eld. Love. Farewell, cruel miatreflB.' 



A ^BOMHriE" BAlfTHRBD. 

Shr BogeTf afooUth chaplain, earriet a menage to a wU? 

Sn BoGXB and Wbltobo. 

Rog. God aaye you, sir ! My lady lets you know, shedesires 

to be acqnaiiited with your name^ befinre she confer 

with you. 
Wei. Sir, my name calls me Welford. 
Rog. Sir, you are a gentleman of a good name.^ — (aside) 

riltrvhiswit. 
JFel. I wiU uphold it as good as any of my ancestors had 

this two nundred years, sir. 
Bog. I knew a worships and a religious gentleman of your 

name in the bishopric of Durham. CaU you him 

cousin? 
Wei. I am only allied to his virtues, sir. 
Bog. It is modestly said.' I should carry the badge of your 

Christianity with me too. • 
Wei. What's tliat ? a cross ? There's a tester. 

[^Gives money. ^ 
Bog. I mean, the name which your godfathers gave you at 

the font. 
Wei. 'Tis Harry. But you cannot proceed orderly now in 

your catechism ; for you have told me who gave me that 

name. Shall I beg your name ? 
Bog. Eoger. 
Wei. What room fill you in this house ? 

^ This scene, with the airs that the lady gives herself, the readuiess 
and sprightliness of her replies, and the lasting style of the prosej is au 
anticipation of the writing of Congreve. 

•* Sir" was the college title of a Bachelor of Arts. 

^ Money often bore a cross on it. 



Boff, More ioohib ilian one. 

WeL The more the merrier. But may my boldnen know 
idbj jonr lad J hath sent jou to docrphsr my name P 

Ri^, Hlerown words were these: — ^To Know whether jou 
were a formeilj-demed suitor, disguised in this mes- 
sage: for I can assure you Hymen and she are at 
yariance. I shall return with much haste. 

[Exit BoosB. 

WeL And mudi speed, sir, I hope. Certainly I am arrived 
amongst a nation of new-found fools, on a land where 
no navigator has yet planted wit. Here's the walking 
nightcap again. 

Re-^nter Sib BoesB. 

Bog. Sir, my lady's pleasure is to see you; who hath com- 
manded me to acknowledge her sorrow, that you must 
come up for so had entertainment. 

WeL I shall ohey your lady that sent it, and acknowledge 
you that brought it to be your art's master. 

Boff, I am but a bachelor of arts, sir: and I have the 
mending of all under this roof. 

WeL A cobbler, sir? 

Eoff, No, sir : I inculcate divine service within these walls. 

WeL But the inhabitants of this house do often employ you 
on errands, without any scruple of conscience. 

Bog^ Yes, I do take the air many mornings on foot, three 
or four nules, for eggs. But why move you that P 

WeL To know whether it might become your function to 
bid my man to neglect his horse a little, to attend 
on me. 

Boff. Most properly, sir. 

WeL I pray you do so then, and whilst I will attend your 
lady. You direct ail this house in the true way P 

Boff. I do, sir. 

WeL And this door, I hope, conducts to your lady ? 

Bog. Your understanding is ingenious. [Exeunt severally. 

[Our latest and best historian, speaking of the general condition of 
the domestic chaplain daring the ee utury whidi followed the accession 
of Queen Eliiabefeh, says : ^ A young Levite— sueh was the phrase then 
in use — ^might be had for his board, a small garret, and tra pounds a 
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year, and mifht not only perfonn his own profbafiional fbnofeiont, mi^ 
not only be uie most patient of butts and listenersy might not onfy be 
always ready in fine weather for bowls, and in rainy weather £ar fhoTal- 
board, but might also saye the expense of a gardener, or of • groom. 
Sometimes the reyerend man nailed ap the apricots, and tomethnes he 
curried the coach-horses. He cast up the fiuriers' bills. He walked tea 
miles with a message or a parcel" — 'MaojlVJJlY's History af JSit^Urndt 
vol. L p. 827.] 



THE CUSTOM OF THE COUNTET. 
HSSOIO hospiItality. 

Donna Guiomar^ a lady of LUhon^ having given thelUft wiihoui knowing 
the circumstance^ to a stranger loho has killed her son^ persists^ eftm 
learning it, in screening him from Us pursuers. 

Scency a Bed-chamber. Enter DoinrA Guiomab and ServazitB. 

Gniomar. He's not i' th* house P 

Servants, No, madam. 

Qui. Haste, and seek him. 

Go, all, and everywhere : I'll not to bed, 

Till you return him. Take away the lights too; 

The moon lends me too much to find my fears ! 

And those devotionsi I am to pay. 

Are written in my heart, not in this book ; 

And I shall read them there, without a taper. 

\8he kneeU, JSxeunt Servants. 

Enter Eutilio. 

Rut. I am pursued ; all the ports are stopt too ; 
Not any hope to escape : behind, before me, 
On either side, I am beset. Cursed in fortune ! 
My enemy on the sea, and on the land too ; 
Bedeem'd from one affliction to another ! 
'Would I had made the greedy waves my tomb, 
And died obscure and innocent ; not as Nero, 
Smear'd o'er with blood. Whither have my fears 
brought me ? 

* Devotions,'] To be read, de-vo-ti-ons. Words of this kind had 
not yet ceased to be quadrisyllables, whenever it suited the poet to 
treat them as such. ' 
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I tan cot into a house ; the doors all open ; 
This, DT the largeness of the room, the hangings 
And other rich ornaments, glist'ning through 
The gable mask of night, says it belongs * 
To one of means and rank. No servant stirring, 
Murmur, nor whisper. 
Gut. Who's that? 
Rut. By the voice, 

This is a woman. 
Guu StephanOy Jasper, Julia! 

Who waits there ? 
Rut. 'Tis the lady of the house ; 

I'll fly to her protection. 
OuL Speak ; what are you ? 

Rut. Of all, that ever breath'd, a man most wretched. 
Oui^ Fm sure you are a man of most ill manners ; 
You could not with so liiHle reverence else 
Press to my private chamber. Whither would you ? 
Or what do you seek for ? 
Rut. Gracious woman, hear me ! 

I am a stranger, and in that I answer 
All your demands ; a most unfortunate stranger, 
That call'd unto it by my enemy's pride, 
Have lefb him dead i' th' streets! Justice pursues me, 
And, for that life I took unwillingly, 
And in a fair defence, I must lose mine, 
Unless you, in your charity, protect me. 
Your house is now my sanctuary ; and the altar 
I gladly would take hold of, your sweet mercy. 
By all that's dear unto you, by your virtues, 
And by your innocence that needs no forgiveness, 
Take pity on me I 
GuL Are you a CastilianP 
Rut, No, madam ! Italy claims my birth. 
Qui. 1 ask not 

With purpose to betray you ; if you were 
Ten thousand times a Spaniard, the nation 
We Portugals most hate, I yet would save you, 
If it lay in my power. Lift up these hangings ; 
Behinu my bed s head there's a hollow place. 
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Into which enter. (Buthjo cameeali imulf^ So; 

but from tiiis place stir not : 
If the offioen eome, as joa espeot thej will do, 
I know thej own such re?erenoe to my lodgingi^ 
That they will easily give credit to me* 
And search no further. 

Hut, The blest saints pay for me 
The infinite debt I owe you ! 

Gui, (aside). How he quakes ! 

Thus far I feel his heart beat. — ^Be of comfort ; 

Once more I give my promise for your safety. 

All men are subject to such accidents, 

Especially the valiant ; — and (aside) who knows not^ 

But that the charity I afford this stranger, 

My only son elsewhere may stand in need of p 

Unfer Page, Officers, and Servants, with Dfasts on a Mar. 

1st Sero, Now, madam, if your wisdom ever could 
Baise up defences against floods of sorrow. 
That haste to overwhelm you, make true use of 
Your great discretion. 

2nd Serv, Tour only son. 

My lord Duarte, 's slain. 

1st Off, His murderer, 

Pursued by us, was by a boy discovered 
Entering your house, and that induced us 
To press into it for his apprehension. 

Gui, Oh! 

\st Serv, Sure, her heart is broke. 

1*^ Off. Madam ! 

Gut. Stand off: 

My sorrow is so dear and pretious to me. 
That you must not partake it. Suffer it. 
Like woimds that do bleed inward, to despatch me.— 
(Jside,^ Oh, my Duarte ! such an end as this 
Thy pnde long since did prophesy ! thou art dead ; 
And, to increase my misery, thy sad mother 
Must make a wilful shipwreck of her vow. 
Or thou faU unreveng'd. My soul's divided ; 
And piety to a son, and true performance 
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Of tiott>itable duities to my gaedt, 
Thafc are to others angels, are my Puries : 
Yengeanoe knocks at my beart> but my word given 
Denies the entrance. Is no medium left. 
But that I must protect the murderer. 
Or suffer in that faith he made his altar ? 
Motherly love, give place ; the fault made this way^ 
To keep a vow to which high Heaven is witness, 
Heaven may be pleas'd to pardon. 

Enter the lady^s brother MAiiruEL, Doctors and Surgeons. 

Man. 'Tis too late ; 

He's gone, past all recovery : now reproof 

Were but unreasonable, when I should give comfort ; 

And yet remember, sister 

Gm, Oh, forbear! 

Search for the murderer, and remove the body, 
And as you think fit, give it burial. 
Wretch that I am, uncapable of all comfort ! 
And therefore I entreat my Mends and kinsfolk. 
And you, my lord, for some space to forbear 
Tour courteous visitations. 

Man. We obey you. 

[Exeunt mth Duabte on the bier^ M except G-tjiomab 

arid SuTiLio. 

Rut. (aside). My spirits come back, and now despair resigns 
Her place a£;ain to hope. 

Gui. Whate'er thou art. 

To whom I have given means of life, to vdtness 
With what religion I have kept my promise, 
Come fearless forth : but let thy face be cover'd. 
That I hereafter bo not forced to know thee ; 
Por motherly affection may return, 
My vow once paid to Heaven. 

[Eftilio comes forth with hie face covered. 
Thou hast taken from me 
The respiration of my heart, the light 
Of my swoln eyes, in his life that sustained me ; 
Tet my word given to save you I make good, 
Because what you did was not done with malice. 
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You are not known ; there is no mark about yoa 

That can discover you ; let not fear betray you. 

With all convenient speed you can, fly from me. 

That I may never see you ; and that want 

Of means may be no let unto your journey, 

There are a hundred crowns. \_Givea purse.'] Ton are 

at the door now, 
And 80, farewell for ever. 
Rut, Let me finst fall {^Eneeif. 

Before your feet, and on them pav the duty 
I oweyour goodness : next, all blessings to you, 
And Heaven restore the joys I have bereft you, 
With full increase, hereafter ! Living, be 
The goddess styl'd of hospitality. [Exeunt severally, 

[The beautiful incidents of this scene may have been taken either 
from the Hecatommithi of Giraldi Cinthio, in which they first appeared, 
or from the PerHlei and Si^ismunda of Cervantes, into which the great 
novelist transferred them. The situation of the mother between the 
dead body of her son, and the murderer to whom she has promised re- 
fuge, is one oi the most afTeoting conceivable, and worthily borne out. 
It may be pleasant to the reader to know, that the son is not slain, and 
that Kutilio and the lady marry.] 



WIT WITHOUT MONEY. 

A. NEW BECEIVEB OBITEBAL. 

" The humour of a Gallant who toUl not hepertuaied to keep hu Lands^ M 

chootet to live by his Wits rather** 

Valei^'tike's Uncle. Merchant, who has his Mortgage. 

Mer, When saw yon Valentine ? 
Unc. Not since the horse-race. 

He's taken up with those that woo the widow. 
Mer. How can he live by snatches from such people? 

He bore a worthy mind. 
Unc. Alas ! he's sunk ; 

His means are gone ; he wants ; and, which is worse, 

Takes a delight in doing so. 
Mer. That's strange. 
Unc. Euns lunatic if you but talk of states :^ 

^ States."] Conditions of circumstance, property, &c. Standing! in 
society. Estates^ with all which thev confer. 
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He can't be brought (now he has spent his own) 
To think there is inheritance, or means, 
But all a common riches ; all men bound 
To be his bailifs. 

Jfer, This is something dangerous. 

Unc, No gentleman, that has estate, to use it 

In keeping house or followers : for those ways 

He cries against for eating sins, dull surfeits. 

Cramming of serving-men, mustering of beggars. 

Maintaining hospitids for kites and curs. 

Grounding their fat faiths upon old country proverbs, 

^Gtod bless the founders." These he would have yentur'd 

Into more manly uses, wit and carriage, 

And never thinks of state or means, the groundworks. 

Holding it monstrous, men should feed their bodies 

Aud sture their understandings. 

Yajuestine joins them* 

Fal. Now to your business, uncle. 

Unc. To your state then. 

Val. 'Tis gone, and I am glad on 't ; name 't no more ; 

'Tis that I pray against, and Heaven has heard me. 

I tell you, sir, I am more fearful of it 

(I mean, of thinking of more lands and livings) 

Than sickly men are o' travelling o' Sundays, 

Por being quell'd with carriers.^ Out upon it ! 

Caveat emptor;^ let the fool out-sweat it. 

That thinks he has got a catch on't. 
Une. This is madness, 

To be a wilful beggar. 
Fal, I am mad then, 

And so I mean to be. Will that content you P 

How bravely now I live ! how jocund ! 

How near the first inheritance ! without fears 1 

How free from title troubles ! 
Une. And from means too ! 
Fal, Means! 

' QKclfd with carrien.'] Plagued to death with the people wlioiu iha 
cireumstance brines around them P 
' Cavmt emptor^ Let the purchaser beware. 
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Why, all good men's mj means ; mj wifc 's mj plough, 
The town 's my stock, tarem 's my standing-house 
(And all the world know, there's no want) : all gentle- 
That love society, love me ; all purses [men, 
That wit and pleasure open, are my tenants ; 
Every man's clothes fit me ; the next fiidr lodging 
Is but my next remove ; and when I pleaae 
To be more eminent, and take the air, 
A piece' is levied, and a coach prepared. 
And I gol care not whither. What need 'e state here? 

Une. But say these means were honest, will they laat^ sir ? 

VaL Ear longer than your jerkin, and wear fairer. 
Your mind's enclos'd; notiiing lies open nobly: ^ 
Your very thoughts are hinds, that work on notihing 
But daily sweat and trouble. Were my way 
So full of dirt as this, — 'tis true, — ^I 'd shift it. 
Are my acquaintance graziers P — But, sir, know, 
^0 man that I 'm allieid to in my living. 
But makes it equal whether his own use 
Or my necessity pull first : nor is this forc'd, 
But the mere ^[uality and poisnre' of goodness. 
And do you thmk I venture Nothing equal P 

line. You pose me, cousin. 

VaL What's my knowledge, uncle P 

Is 't not worth money P Whaf s my understanding P 

Travel ? reading ? wit P all these digested P my daily 

Making men, some to speak, that too much pUegm 

Had frozen up ; some, tnat spoke too much, to hold 

Their peace, and put their tongues to pensions ; some 

To wear their clothes, and some to keep them : these 

Are nothing, uncle P Besides these ways, to teach 

The way of nature, a manly love, community 

To all that are deservers, not examining 

How much or what 's done for them : it is wicked. 

Are not these ways as honest as persecuting 

The starv'd inheritance with musty com 

The very rats were fain to run away from P 

Or selling rotten wood by the pound, like spices P 

1 Of monev. 

^ Poisure.'} Balance. Equipoise. 
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I tell yon, sir, I would not ehange way with you 
(Unless it were to sell your state that hour. 
And if 't were possible, to spend it then too) 
For all your brans in Bumnillo. Now you know me. 

[^^^Thewit of Fletcher is excellent, like his serious scenes ; but there is 
Bomethtng strained and far-fetched in both. He is too mistrustful 
of Katnre ; he always goes a little on one side of her. Shakespeare 
choso her without a reserve ; and had riches, power, understanding, 
and long life with her, for a dowry.*' — Lamb. 

I haye inserted these passages from JFit Without Money, because Lamb 
has put them in his Specimens ; otherwife Valentine, though amusing as 
a caricature, is ridiculous as a copy from life. As an hypothetical jester, 
let^g his animal spirits run riot, he is yetrj pleasant as well as witty ; 
as an actual liyer by his wits, which is the necessary dramatic supposf- 
tion, ha would soon hare found all men his '* bailiffs" in a very modem 
sense i^ the word.] 



THE LITTLE FBENCH LAWYEB. 

AIT EXTEMPORE DTJBLLIST. 
La Wbit, a lawyer, Upreiaed into being teeond in a duel, 

ScEiTB— -4 Field outside one of the gates of Paris, 

JSnter Clebemoitt. 

Clerm I am first i' th' field ; that honour 's gain'd of our side ;. 
Pray Heaven, I may get off as honourably ! 
The hour is past ; I wonder Dinant comes not : 
This is the place ; I cannot see him yet : 
It is his quarrel too that brought me hither, 
And I ne'er knew him yet but to his honour 
A firm and worthy friend ; yet I see nothing, 
Nor horse, nor man. 'Twould vex me to be left here 
To the mercy of two swords, and two approv'd ones. 
I never knew him last. 

Enter Beatjfbe and Vebdohb. 

Beau. Tou 're well met, Cleremont. 

Ferdone, You 're a fair gentleman, and love your friend, sir. 

What, are you ready ? The time has overta'en us. 
Beau, And this, you know, the place. 
Cler, No Dinant yet. [Aeide, 
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Beau. We come not now to argue, but to do : 

We wait you, sip. 
Cier» There 'a no time past yet, gentlemen ; 

We have day enough. — ^Is 't possible he oomes not P 

You see I am ready here, and do but stay 

Till my friend come ! Walk but a turn or two ; 

'Twill not be long. 
Verdone. We came to fight. 
Cler. Ye shall fight, gentlemen, 

And fight enough : but a short turn or two ! 

I think I see hun ; set up your watch, we'll fight by it. 
Beau. That is not he ; we will not be deluded. 
Cler, (aside.) Am I bobb'd* .thus ? — Pray take a pipe of 
tobacco, 

Or sing but some new air ; by that time, gentlemen—— 
Verdone. Come, draw your sword ; you know the custom 

First com^ first seired. [here, sir; 

Cler. Though it be held a custom. 

And practised so, I do not hold it honest. 

What honour can you both win on me single P- 
Beau. Yield up your sword then. 
Cler. Yield my sword ! that's Hebrew ; 

I'll be first cut a-pieces. Hold but a whitei 

I'll take the next that comes. 

Enter an Old Gentleman. 

You are an old gentleman ? 
Gent. Yes, indeed am I, sir. 
Cler. And wear no sword ? 
Gent. 1 need none, sir. 
Cler. I would you did, and had one ; 

I want now such a foolish courtesy. 

You see these gentlemen P 
Gent. You want a second ? 

In good fiuth, sir, I was never handsome at it. 

^ Bobbed.'] Bob is a word of unknown origin for a mocking trick. 
* Or does it come fi?om Bob-eherry^ a play full of disappointments P 

^ If^in onme single."] It was once the custom of duels mFranoe for seoondfi 
as well as piincipals to fight ; som etimes two seconds to one prinoipaL 
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I would you had my son ; but he's in Italy. 

(Aride.) A poper gentleman 1 (To the other.) Ton may 
do well, gallants, 

If your qoanel be not capital, to have more mercy ; 

Tiie gentleman may do hia country 

Cler. Now I beseech you, sir, 

If you daren't fight, don't stay to beg my pardon : 

There lies your way. 
Gent. Oood morrow, gentlemen. [^Egit. 

Verdone. Tou see your fortune ; 

You had better yield your sword. 
Cler. *'BnLj ye, stay a little ; 

Upon nfine honesty, you shall be fought with.*— 

Enter Tdwo' Gentlemen. 

Well, Dinant, well! — ^These wear swords, and seem 

brave fellows. — 
As you are gentlemen, one of you supply me : 
I want a second now, to meet these gallants ; 
You know what honour is. 

1 Crent. Sir, you must pardon us : 

We go about the same work you are ready for. 

And must fight presently ; else we were your servants. 

2 Gent Gk)d speed you, and good day ! [^Exeunt Gtentlemen, 
Cler. Am I thus colted P' 

Beau. Come, either yield 

Cler As you are honest gentlemen. 

Stay but the next, and then I'll take my fortune ; 

And if I fight not like a man Fy, Dinant ! [Aside, 

Cold now and treacherous ! 
La Wrii. (within.) I understand your causes , 

Yours about com, yours about pins and glasses — 

Will ye make me mad ? have I not all the parcels ? 

And his petition too, about bell-founding ? 

Send in your witnesses. — What will ye have me do ? 

Will you have me break my heart ? my brains arc* 

And tell your master, as I am a gentleman, [melted ! 

His cause shall be the first. Commend me to your mis tress, 

' Calt0d.2 Made a iool of; — treated like one young in horse-dealbig 
(for so the tenn leems to have originated). 
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And tell her, if there be m extraordinary feather, 
And tall enough for her — ^I shall diapateh you too, 
I know your cause, for transporting of farthingales : 
Trouble me no more, I say again to yon, [dings ; 

No more vexation ! — Bid my wife send me some pud- 
I have a cause to run through, requires puddings ; 
Puddings enough. Farewell ! 

Enter La "Weit. 

Cler, God speed you, sir ! 

Beau» 'Would he would take this fellow ! 

Verdone, A rare youth. 

Cter. If you be not hasty, sir 

La Writ, Yes, I am hasty, 

Exceeding hasty, sir ; I am going to the parliament; 

Tou understand this bag : if you have any business 

Depending there, be short and let me hear it, — 

And pay your fees. 
Cler. 'Faith, sir, I have a business. 

But it depends upon no parliament. 
La Writ. I have no skill in't then. 
Cler, I must desire you ; 

'Tis a sword matter, sir. 
La Writ. I am no cutler ; 

I am an advocate, sir. 
Beau. How the thing looks ! 

Verdone. When he brings him to fight 

Cler. Be not so hasty ; 

Tou wear a good sword. 
La Writ. I know not that, 

I never drew it yet, or whether it be a sword — - 
Clern I must entreat you try, sir, and bear a part 

Against these gentlemen ; I want a second : 

You seem a man, and 'tis a noble office. 
La Writ. I am a lawyer, sir, I am no fighter. 
Cler. You that breed quarrels, sir, know best to satisfy. 
Beau. This is some sport yet ! 
Verdone. If this fellow should fight ! 
La Writ. And, for anything I know, I am an arrant coward. 

Do not trust me ; I think I am a coward. 
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Cler. Try, try : you are miBtaken. — ^Walk on, gentlemen^ 

The man sluill follow presently. 
La Writ, Are ye mad, gentlemen r 

])^ business is within this half-hour. 
CUr, That's all one ; 

We'll despatch within this quarter. — There, in that 

'Tis most convenient, gentlemen. [bottom ; 

Beau. Well, we'll wait, sir. [Moving to go thither. 

Verdone. Why, this will be a comic fight. You'll follow ? 
La Writ, As I am a true man, T cannot fight. 
Cler, Away, away. — [^Basetmt Bsjlttfus and Vebdoke. 

I know you can ; I like your modesty ; 

I know you will fight, and so fight, with such mettle, 

And with such juc^^ent meet your enemy's fury — 

1 see it in your eye, sir. 
La Writ, I'll be hangNi then ; [fighting. 

And I charge you, in the king's name, name no more 
Cler, I charge you, in the king's name, play the man ; 

Which, if you do not quiddy, I begin with you ; 

I'll make you dance. Do you see your fiddlestick ? 

Sweet advocate, thou shalt fight. 
La Writ. Stand further, gentleman, 

Or I'll give you such a dust o' th' chaps 

Cler, Spoke bravely. 

And like thyself, a noble advocate ! 

Come, to thy tools. 
La Writ. I do not say I'll fight. 
Cler, I say thou shalt, and bravely. 
La Writ. If I do fight— 

I say, t/I do, but don't depend upon 't — 

( An d yet I have a foolish itch upon me)— ^ 

What shall become of my writings P 
Cler, Let 'em lie by ; 

They will not run away, mail. 
La Writ. I may be kill'd too. 

And where are all my causes then P my business P 

I will not fight : I cannot fight. My causes — ^ 
Cler, ^ou shalt fight, if thou hadst a thousand causes; 

Thou art a man to fight for any cause, 

And carry it with honour. 
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La Writ. Hum ! say you so ? If I Bhoold 

Be such a coxcomb to prove valiant now ! 
CUr, I know thou art most valiant. 
La Writ. Do you think so P 

I am undone for ever, if it prove so; 

I tell you that, mv honest friend, for ever ; 

Eor I shall ne'er leave quarrelling. 

How long must we fight ? for I cannot stay, 

Nor will not stay ! I have business. 
Cler. We'll do it in a minute, in a moment. 
La Writ, Here will I hang my bag then ; it mav save my 
belly ; \Hang9 his bag before him. 

I never loved cold iron there. 
Cler. Tou do wisely. [quickly ! 

La Writ, Help me to pluck my sword out then ; quickly ; 

It has not seen sun these ten years. 
Cler, How it grumbles ! 

This sword is vengeance angry. 
La Writ. Now I'll put my hat up, 

And say my prayers as I go. Away, boy ! 

If I be kill d, remember the Little Lawyer ! [^Exeunt, 

Scene II. — Another part of the same. 

Enter Beaupse. 
Beau, They are both come on; that may be a stubborn 
rascal. 

Enter La Weit. 
Take you that ground ; I'll stay here. Pight bravely ! 
La Writ, To 't cheerfully, my boys ! Tou'U let's have fair 
None of vour foining tricks ?* [pl*y f 

Beau. Come lorward, monsieur ! 

What hast thou there ? a pudding in thy belly ? 
I shall see what it holds. 
La Writ, Put your spoon home then ! {^Fiffkt* 

Nay, since I must fight, have at you without wit,' sir ! 

[Beaupbe hits him on the bag. 
Gk)d-a-mercy, bag ! 

) Twtiffg iricii,'] Fencing tricks. To foine was a technical term in 
f^ng, for makine a jMU# or push, 
i Vithout toit,'\ In earnest ; — without playing upon words. 
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Beau. Nothing but bombast^ in you t 

The rogue winks and fights. 

[Beaupbe loses his sword ; Li. Wbit treads an it* 
La Writ, Now your fine fencing, sir ! 

Stand off; thou diest on the point else ! I have it, I 

Yet further off ! — ^I have his sword.- [have it ! 

[Calls to CusBKHOirT. 
Cler, (within.y Then keep it : 

Be sure you keep it ! 
La Writ, I'll put it m my mouth else. 

Stand further off yet, and stand quietly, 

And look another way, or I'll be with you ! 

Is this all ! I'll undertake within these two days 

To furnish any cutler in this kingdogi. 
Bmw. What fortune's this ! Disarmed by a puppy P 

A snail P a dog P 
La Writ, No more o* these words, gentleman ! 

Sweet gentleman, no more ! Do not provoke me ! 

Gt> wa& i' th' horse-fair f whistle, gentleman. — 

What must I do now ? [To Clebemoitt, entering. 

Enter CLEBBMOirr, pursued by Yebdoee. 

Cler, Help me ; I am almost breathless. 
La Writ, With all my heart. There's a cold pie for you, 
sir! [Strikes Clebemokt. 

Cler, Thou strik'st me, fool ! 
La Writ, Thou fool, stand further off then. — 

Deliver, deliver ! 

[Strikes up YEBDOirE's heels and takes his sword too. 
Cler, Holdfast. 
La Writ, I never fail in't. 

There's twelve-pence ; go, buy you two leaden daggers I 

Have I done well P 
Cler* Most like a gentleman. 
Beau* And we two basely lost ! 

^ Bowibast^ Stuffing ; now called toaddin^, KadpaddtMff, Henoe its 
metephoricaf application to false and tumid writing. 

* Qo waUf M tie karse'fair.'] I know not what is meant by this, nor 
do the commentators tdl me. Perhaps, if it was anything but a whimi 
it was a recommendation to go and study caution. 



.i 
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Verdone, 'Tis but a fortune. 

We shall yet find an hour. 

[^ExemU Bxaittbi €md Ybbdoite, iod. 
Cler. I shall be glad on't. 
La Writ Where's mj cloak, and my trinkets ? Or will you 

Fight any longer for a crash oc twoP 
CUr. I am your noble fiiend, sir. ,, 

La Writ, It may be so. 

Cler. What honour shall I do you, for this great eouitesy? 
La Writ, All I desire of you is to take 

The quarrel to yourself, and let me hear no move oa 't ; 

(I have no liking to 't, — 'tis a foolish matter ;) 

And help me to put up my sword. 
Cler, Most willingly : fyou. 

But I am bound to gratify you, and I must not leave 
La Writ, I tell you I wm not be gratified ; 

Nor I will hear no more on't. Take ihe swords too, 

And do not anger me, but leave me quietly. 

Eor the matter of honour, 'tis at your own dii^posure ; 

And so, and so [Exit JIl Wbit. 

Cler, This is a moat rare lawyer ; 

I am sure, most valiant. — Well, Dinant, as you satisfy 

I say no more. I am loaden like an armourer, [me— 

[Extt with the 9wmriL 

INTOXICATION OF TTNLOOEED-rOB SUOCESS. 

La Wbit, in consequence of Ms success in the duel, is seized %nih suck a 
mad whim of neglecting his business and fighting everybod^^ iistt he 
challengss the judge for giving causes against Mm, 

Scene — A Street, 

Enter Sampson {afooluh Advocate) and Three Clients. 

Samp, I know monsieur La Writ. 
1 Client, 'Would he knew himself, sir ! 
Samp, He was a pretty lawyer, a kind of pretty lawyer, 
Of a kind of unable thmg. 

1 Client. He 's blown up, sir. 

2 Client, Eun mad, and quarrels with the dog he meets : 

He is no lawyer of this world now. 
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Samp, Your reason P 

Is he defunct ? is lie dead f 
2 Client. ISo, he's not dead yet, sir ; [hoiirs : 

Sut I would he loth to take a lease on 's life tor two 

Alas, he is possess'd, sir, with the spirit of fightiog, 

And quarrels with all people ; but how he came to i 
Samp. If he fight well, and like a gentleman, 

The nuui may fight ; for 'tis a lawful calling. 

Look you, my mends, I am a civil gentleman, 

And my lord my unde lores me. 
8 CUeni. We all know it, sir. [ness, 

Samp, I think he does, sir ; I have business too, much busi- 

Tum you some forty or fifty causes in a week : 

Yet, when I get an hour of vacancy, 

I can fight too, my friends ; a little does well ; 

I would be loth to learn to fight.^ 
1 Client, But, an't please you, sir. 

His fighting h2^ neglected all our business ; 

We are undone, our causes cast away, sir ; 

His not-appearance 

Saitt^. There he fought too long ; [friends : 

A little, and fight well : he fought too long, indeed, 

But, ne'ertheless, things must be as they may, 

And there be ways 

1 Client. "We know, sir, if you please 

Samp. Something I'll do. Qt>, rally up your causes. 

Enter La Wbit, in the habit of a gallant ^ and a G-entleman 

at the door. 

2 Client, Now you may behold, sir. 

And be a witness, whether we lie or no. 
La Writ. I'll meet you at the ordinary, sweet gentleman^ 

No handling any duels before I come ; 

We'll have no going less ; I hate a coward ! 
Gent. There shall be nothing done. 
La Writ. Make all the quarrels 

You can devise before I come, and let's all fight ; 

There's no sport else. 

^ To learn tofyhtJ] That ii to iayi— 4o be still under the neceMity of 
Uwrning. 
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Oent. We'll see what may be done, air. 

1 Client. Ha ! monaieur La Writ ! 
La Writ, Baffled in way of business, 

My causes cast away, judgment against us ! 
Why, there it goes. 

2 Client What shall we do the whilst, sir P 
La Writ. Breed new dissensions ; go hang yourselves I 

'Tis all one to me ; I have anew trade of liying. 
1 Client. Do you hear what he says, sir*? 
Samp. The gentleman speaks finely. 
La Writ. Will any of you fight P Fighting's my occupation. 

If you find yourselves aggrievec^ 

Samp. A complete gentleman! . 

La Writ. Avaunt, thou buckram budget of petitions! 

[Tkrcwe away his bag ofpu^pen. 

Thou spital* of lame causes ! — I lament for thee ; 

And, tiU revenge be taken 

Samp. 'Tis most excellent. 

La Writ. There, every man choose his paper, and his place; 

I'll answer ve all ; I will neglect no man's business, 

But he shall have satisfaction like a gentleman. 

The judge may do and not do ; he's but a monsieur.' 
Samp. Tou have nothing of mine in your bag, sir. 
La Writ. I know not, sir ; 

But jovL may put anything in, any fighting thing. 
Samp. It is sufficient ! you may hear hereafter. 
La Writ. I rest your servant, sir ! 
Samp. No more words, gentlemen, 

But follow me ! no more words, as you loye me, 

The gentleman's a noble gentleman ! 

I shjul do what I can, and then 

Clients. We thank you, sir. 

Samp. Not a word to disturb him ; he's a gentleman. 

[Exeunt Sampson and Clients. 
Za Writ. No cause go o' my side P the judge cast all P 

And, because I was honourably employ'd in action, 

^ S^iaL'] Hospital. 

' But a monsieur.'] I know not what this means, unless it be that the 
judge is not of a rank aboye an advocate's challenging. It will be seen 
that he addresses him as '* Monsieur Yertaigne." 
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And not appear'd, pronounce P 'Tis very well, 
'Tis welly iSuth ! 'tis well, judge ! 

Enter Cleuemoitt. 

Cler. Who have we here ? 

My little furious lawyer ! 
La Writ I say, 'tis well f 

But mark the end ! 
Cler. How he is metamorphosed ! 

Nothing of lawyer leit, not a bit of buckram, 

No sohciting face now! This is no simple conver- 

Tour servant, sir, and friend ! [sion. 

La Writ. You come in time, sir. 

Cler, The happier man, to be at your command then. 

La Writ. You may wonder to see me thus ; but that's all 

Time shall dmare. 'Tis true, I was a lawyer, [one ; 

But I have mew'd^ that coat ; I hate a lawyer ; 

I talk'd much in. the court ; now I hate talking. 

I did you the office of a man ? 
Cler. I must confess it. 
La Writ, And budged not ; no, I budged not. 
Cler. NOf you did not. 

La Writ. There's it then ; one good turn requires another. 
Cler. Most willing, sir ; I am ready at your service. 
La Writ (j^fives him a paper). There, read, and under- 
stand, and then deliver it. 
CUr. This is a challenge, sir. 
La Writ. 'Tis very like, sir ; 

I seldom now write sonnets. 
Cler. O, admirantis P 

" To Monsieur Vertaigne, the president." 
La Writ. I choose no fool, sir. 
Cler. Why, he's no swordsman, sir. 
La Writ. Let him learn, let him learn ; 

Time, that trains chickens up, will teach him quicldy. 
Cler. Why, he's a judge, an old man ! 

* Mew^d."] Cast ; as a bird does its feathers. A term in falconr}-. 

' O. admirantis f] 0, of admiring. This, unless part of a passage in 
some LatiA psalm or hynm, is probably the beginning of something in 
a Latin grammar, relatiye to the use of the interjection or yocative O. 
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La Writ. "Sevtat too old 

To be a gentleman ; and he that is a judge, 

Can judge best what belongs to wounded honour. 

[Points to the acatferedjpapen. 

There are my griefs; he has cast awaj my eauseei. 

In which he has bow'd my repufeation : 

And therefore, judge or no judge—— 
Cler, Pray be ruled, sir ! ^ 

This is the maddest thing- 

Im Writ. You will not carry it ? 

Ckr, I do not tell you so; but, if you may be persuaded- — 

La Writ. You know how you used me when I would not 

fight ? 
Cler. The devil's in him. ^ [Aiiit, 

Im Writ. I see it in your eyes, that you dare do it ; 

You have a carrying filce, and you shall cany it. 
Cler. The least is baniabment. 
La Writ. Be banish'd then ; 

'Tis a friend's part. We'll meet in Africa, 

Or any comer of the earth. 
€ler. Say, he will not fight ? 

La Writ, I know then what to say ; take you no care, sir. 
Cler. Well, I will cany it and deliver it, 

And to-morrow morning meet you in the Louvre ; 

Till when, my service. [Fxit. 

La Writ, A judge, or no judge ? no judge.* 

^ No judge,"] La Writ, in this ludiorous summing up, puts it, as it 
were, to a jurj, whether his judge is to be considered a judge at aU ; and 
pronounces the verdict against him. A more fortunate hemisticii for 
the termination of a scene could not be desired bj a master of oomic 
(Iclivery. One fancies Garrick going off the stage with it in liia mouthy 
and exalting his voice in a tone of triumphant finality— 

** Judge or no judge ? — No judge." 
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"BOSTDVCA. 

BOUVEOra BJBBUKKD. 

7%e BriUm Imkijf defeaUd tie Mmmt m apitelUd ttOikf Smbioa^ikeir 
gueen, induiaa tat a Mitmm pf tonUwfiuous tmmifh, fttr wkieh sie is 
rebuked by her kinmum tmd general^ CamlaehJ' 

Scene, the British Camp. — Enter Bobtdfoa, Dsag^iterSy 
Hjorao, "SiaxicivBf and Soldiers. . 

Bond. The '' hardy Bomaiis F' Oh, ye gods of Britaii^ 
The rust of arms, the bliuhiog shjuxie of soldiers 1 

JSnter Caiutach. 

Are these the mezL tiiat comqyer by iiiheritanioe? 
The fi»tiuie*jQak^» P these the Juliaius, 
That with the Ban measure the end of nature^ 
Making the world but one Some, and one CsBsar P 
Shame, how they flee ! Ciesar's soft soul dwells in ^em. 
Their bodies sweat with sweet oils, love's allurements, 
ISot Ims^ arms. Sare they send these to seek us, 
These Boman girls P Is Britain grown so wanton ? 
Twice have we beat 'em, iN'ennius, scatter'd 'em : 
And thipough their Ingrboned Germans, on whose pikes 
The h<moQr of their n^ons sits in triumph, 
Made themes for songs to shame 'em. And a woman, 
A woman beat 'em, Nennius ; a weak woman; 
A woman beat these Bomans ! 

Car. 80 it seems ; 

A man would shame to talk so, 

^oml. Who's that P * 

Car. I. 

Band. Goniin, do you grieye my fortunes ? 

Car. No, Bonduca ; 

If I grieve, 'tis the bearing of your fortunes : 
Yon put too much wind to your sail ; discretion 
And hardy valour are the twins of honour, 
Audi nurs'd together, mdke a conqueror ; 

^ OtrtdgdL'] Outtdoo (the iame, it is flaid, as the modem Cndock}, 
the fiunoiu Britiflh <dueftaiii, bett imown to JSnglish readers imder hie 
Xistiiiised nanie^ Oszactaous. 
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Divided, but a talker. 'Tis a truth, 

That Borne has fled before ub twice, and routed • 

A truth we ought to crown the gods for, ladj. 

And not our tongues ; a truth is none of ours^ 

Nor in our ends, more than the noble bearing ; 

For then it leaves to be a virtue, lady, 

And we, that have been victors, beat ourselves^ 

When we insult upon our honour's subject. 

Bond. My valiant cousin, is it foul to say 
What liberty and honour bid us do, 
And what the gods allow us ? 

Car, No, Bonduca; 

So what we s^ exceed not what we do. 
You call the Komans fearful, fleeing Bomancr, 
And Boman girls, the lees of tainted pleasures : ' 
Does this become a doer P are they such P 

Bond, They are no more. 

Car. Where is your conquest then ? 

Why are your altars crown'd with wreaths of flowers ? 
The beasts with gilt horns waiting for the fire p 
The holy Druides composing songs 
Of everlasting life to victory ? 
Why are these triumphs, lady ? for a May-game ? 
Eor hunting a poor herd of wretched Bomans ? 
Is it no more ? Shut up your temples, Britons, 
And let the husbandman redeem his heifers ; 
Put out your holy fires ; no timbrel ring ; 
Let's home and sleep ; for such great overthrows 
A candle bums too bright a sacrifice, 
A glow-worm's tail too full of flame. — Oh, Nennius^ 
Thou hadst a noble uncle knew a Boman, 
And how to speak him, how to give him weight 
In both his fortunes. 
Bond. "By the gods, I think 

You dote upon these Bomans, Caratach ! 
Car. Witness these wounds, I do ; they were fairly given. 
And are not all these Boiiian ? Ten struck battles 
I sucked these honour'd scars from, and aU Boman ; 
Ten years of bitter nights and heavy marches 
' " ny a frozen storm sung through my cuirass^ 
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And made it doubtful whether that or I 

"Were the more stubborn metal) have I wrought through. 

And all to try these Bomans. Ton times a-night 

I have swam the rivers, when the stars of £ome 

Shot at me as I floated, and the billows 

Tiunbled their wat'ry ruins on my shoulders, 

Charging my batter' d sides with troops of agues ; 

And still to try these Bomans, whom I found 

(And, if I lie, my wounds be henceforth backward. 

And be you witness, gods, and all my dangers) 

rAs ready, and as full of that I brought 

((Which was not fear, nor flight), as valiant^ 

As vigilant, as wise, to do and sufler, 

Ever advanced as forward, as the Britons ; 

Their sleeps as short, their hopes as high as ours, 

^Aye, and as subtle, ladj. 'Tis dishonour. 

And, foUow'd, will be impudence, Bonduca, 

And grow to do belief, to taint these Bomans. 

Have not I seen the Britons 

^ond. What? 

Jar. Dishearten'd, 

Bun, run, Bonduca ! Not a flight drawn home, 
A round stone from a sling, a lover's wish. 
E'er made that haste that they have. By the gods, 
I have seen these Britons, that you magnify. 
Bun as they would have out-run time, and roaring. 
Basely for mercy roaring ; the light shadows. 
That m a thought scur^ o'er the fields of corn, 
Halted on crutches to 'em. 

Bond, Oh, ye powers. 

What scandals do I sufler ! 

7ar. Yes, Bonduca, 

I have seen thee run too ; and thee, Nennius ; 

Yea, run apace, both ; then, when Penius 

(The Boman girl !) cut through your armed carts. 

And drove 'em headlong on ye, aown the hill : 

Then did I see 

These valiant and approved men of Britain, 

Like boding owls, creep into tods of ivy, 

And hoot their fears to one another nightly. 

" Scicr,'] Scour. 
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Nen. And wbat did you then, Cantfteh P 

Car. I fled too, 

But not BO &8t ; your jewel had been lost theo^ 

Young Hengo there ; he traaht me,^ Nennius : 

For, when your fears out-run him, then etept I, 

And in the head of all the Bomanfury 

Took him, uid, with my tough belt, to mj back 

I buckled him ; behina him my sure shiud ; 

And then I follow'd. If I say I fought 

Five times in bringing off this bud of Britain, 

I lie not, Nennius. fTeither had you heard 

Me speak this, or ever seen the cmld more^ 

But that the sun of virtue, Fenius, ] 

Seeing me steer through all these storms of danger, 

My helm still in my hand (my sword), my prow 

Tum'd to my foe (my face),' lie cried out nobly, 

" Go, Briton, bear thy lion's whelp off safely ; 

Thy manly sword has ransom'd thee ; grow strongs 

And let me meet thee once again in arms ; 

Then, if thou stand'st, thou'rt mine." I took his of^, 

And here I am to honour him, 

Bond, Oh, cousin. 

From what a flight of honour hast thou checked me ! 
What wouldst thou make me, Caratach P 

Car. See, lady. 

The noble use of others in our losses. 

Does this afflict you ? Had the Bomans cried this, ' 

And, as we haye done theirs, sung out these fortunes^ 

Bail'd on our base condition, hooted at us, 

Made marks as far as th' earth was ours, to show us 

Nothing but sea could stop our flights, despis'd us, 

And held it equal whether banqueting 

^ li^ashi me."] Bestrained ; retarded. '' The Frandh, trashert iraaer, 
ia to trace ; to put in trace, to confine or restrain in traoea. A trash,— 
anything iarashed or confined in traces, that it may not pursue too filst, 
rashly ; like an untrained dog." — ^Riohabdsok's jHcHonarf. 

^ We are to suppose here that the stage-j^former of Oustach, while 
speaking the words "face" and *' sword," is ** suiting the action to the 
word ;" that is to say, putting his hand to his sword, in order to show 
that he means his ** helm" hy it, and pointedly &cing aomebody, to 
show that his face means his '^prow." 
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Or beating of the Britons were more business. 
It would have gail'd you. 

Bond, Let me think we oonquar'd. 

Car, Do ; bnt so tiiink as we [too] may be conqner'd ; 
And where we have found virtue, though in those 
That came to make us slaves, let's cherish it. 
There's not a blow we gave since Julius landed. 
That was of strength and worth, but, like reodrds, 
They file to a^ter-ages. Our registers 
The Eomans are, for noble deeds of honour ; 
And shall we bum their mentions with upbraidings ? 

Bond. No more ; I see myself. Thou hast made me, cousin, 
More than my fortunes durst, for they abus'd me. 
And woimd me up so high, I swell'd with glory : 
Thy temperance has cured that tympany, 
Apd given me health again, — ^nay, more, discretion. 
Shall we have peace ? lor now I love these Bommis. 

Car. Thy love and hate are both unwise ones, lady. 

Bond. Your reason ? 

Nen. Is not peace the end of arms P 

Car, Not where the cause implies a general conquest. 
Had we a difference with some petty isle, 
Or with our neighbours, lad^, for our land-marks, 
The taking in of some rebelhous lord, 
Or making head against commotions. 
After a day of blood, peace might be argued ; 
But where we grapple for the ground we live on, 
The liberty we hold as dear as life. 
The gods we wcnrship, and, next those, our honours, 
And with those swords that know no end of battle. 
Those men, beside themselves, allow no neighbour,* 
Those minds, that where the day is, claim inheritance, 
And where the sun makes ripe the firuits, their harvest. 
And where they march, but measure out more ground 
To add to Borne, and here i* th' bowels on us. 
It must not be. No ; as they are our foes. 
And those that must be so until we tire 'em, 

} Am» m^, betide ihenuehti, alhw no neighbour.'] That is to say,--- 
ThiiMiMn, wio9 besides themscdves, allow no neighbour. The ellipsis 
is oommon in the old poets, bat in this instance is very harsh. 
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Let's use the peace of honour,^ that's fair dealing. 
But in our hands our swords. That hardy iEornan 
That hopes to graft himself into my stock, 
Must firat begin his kindred under-ground, 
And be allied in ashes. 

Bond. Garatach, ^, 

As thou hast nobly spoken, shall be done ; 
And Hengo to thy charge I here deliver : 
The Eomans shall have worthy wars.' 

Car. They shall: 

And, little sir, when your young bones grow stiffer. 
And when I see you able in a morning 
To beat a dozen boys, and then to breakfast, 
I'll tie you to a sword. 

Hengo. And what then, uncle P 

Car. Then you must kill, sir, the next valiant Boman 
That calls you knave. 

Hengo. And must I kill but one P 

Car, An hundred, boy, I hope. 

Hengo, I hope five hundred. 

Car, That is a noble boy ! — Come, worthy lady. 
Let's to our several charges, and henceforth 
Allow an enemy both weight and worth. 

VALOTTE PEEMITTIITG ITSELF TO BE ICiDE OVEE-CAUTIOTJB 

BT PIQUE. 

FeniuSf one of the Roman captained despairing of the success of a remnant 
of his countrymen offainst a countless host of Britons^ is confirmed in his 
determination not to bring up his regiment to th^ fight ^ by a messagefrov^ 
the general which pi^es his dignity. 

ScEifB — The Roman Camp, with the Tent of PEyixjs. 

Enter Peihcus, Beoultts, Macee, and Dextsius. 

JPen. I muet come P 

Macer. So the general commands, sir. 

Pen. I muet bring up my regiment p 

* LeCs use the peace of honour."] GDhe passage is obscurely worded, but 
means, — ^Let us so far, and so far only, be peaceful as becomes our 
honour ; that is to say, let us give them the benefit of fair dealing, but 
nothing more ; since the only ends which can satisfy nations whose in- 
dependence is threatened, must be secured by the sword. 
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Maeer, Selieve, bit, 

I bring no He. 
Pen, Sut did lie say, I must come ? 
Macer, So deliver* d. 
Pen, How long is't, Begulus, since I commanded 

In Britain here ? 
Reg. About five years, great Penius. 
Pen, The general some five months. Are all my actions 

So poor and lost, my services so barren, 

That I'm remember'd in no nobler language 

But mu9t come up P 
Macer, I do beseech you, sir, 

Weigh but the time's estate. 
Pen. Tes, good lieutenant, 

I do, and his that sways it. Mtut come up ? 

Am I tum'd bare centurion P Mustj and shall. 

Pit embassies to court my honour P 
Macer, Sir — 
Pen. Set me to lead a handful of my men 

Against an hundred thousand barbarous slaves, [doers ? 

That have march'd name by name with Eome's best 

Serve 'em up some other meat. I'll bring no food 

To stop the jaws of all those hungry wolves ; 

My regiment's mine own. I must^ my language i 

Enter CuEius. 

Cur. Penius, where lies the host ? 

Pen. Where Pate may find 'em. 

Cur. Are they ingirt r 

Pen. The battle's lost. 

Cur, So soon^ 

Pen, No ; but 'tis lost, because it must be won ; 
The Britons must be victors. Whoe'er saw 
A troopr of bloody vultures hovering 
About a few corrupted carcases, 
Let him behold the silly Boman host, 
Girded with millions of fierce Britain swainsy 
With deaths as many as they have had hopes ; 
And then go thither, he that loves his shame i 
I scorn my life, yet dare not lose my name. 
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Cur» Do not jou hold it a most fiunous end. 

When both our names and liyes are samftoed 
For Bome's increase ? 

Pen. Yes, Curius ; but mark this too : 

What glory is there, or what lasting fame 
Can be to Kome or us, what full example, 
When one is smother'd with a mnltitade, 
And crowded in amongst a nameless press P 
Honour, got out of flint, and on their heads 
Whose yirtoes, like the sun, exhaled all valours. 
Must not be lost in mists and fogs of people, ^ 
Noteless and not of name, but rude and naked : 
Nor can Some task us with impossibilities. 
Or bid us flght against a flood. We senre her. 
That she may proudly say she has good soldiers, 
Not slaves to choke all hazards. Who but fools, 
That make no difference betwixt certain dying. 
And dying well, would fling their fames and fin> 

tunes 
Into this Britain gulf, this quicksand ruin. 
That, sinking, sw^ows us P what noble hand 
Can And a subject flt for blood there P or what sword 
Boom for his execution P what air to cool us. 
But poison'd with their blasting breaths and curses, 
Where we lie buried quick above the ground, 
And are with labouring sweat, and breathless pain, 
Eill'd like to slaves, and cannot kill again P 

Brm. Penius, mark ancient wars, and know that ihsn. 
A captain weigh'd an hundred thousand men. 

Ten. Drusius, mark ancient wisdom, and you'll And then, 
He gave the overthrow that saved his men. 
I must not go. 

Eeff, The soldiers are desirous. 

Their eagles all drawn out, sir. 

Ten. Who drew up, Regulus P [this ? 

Ha, speak ! did vou P whose bold will durst attempt 
Drawn outp why, who commands, sirP on whose 

warrant 
Durst they advance ? 

Rfg. I 1"*'"'" "^ine own obedience. 
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Drus. 'Tis like,^ the general cause, their We of honoiir, 
Eelieying of their wants— —» 

JPen. Without my knowledge P 

Am I no more ? my pl^oe bat at their pkaaores P 
Come, who did this P 

Drui. By Heayen, sir, I am ignorant. 

[Drum softly wtthifiy then enter Soldiers with drum 

and colottrt. 

Pen. What ! am I grown a shadow ? — ^Hark ! they march. 
I'll know, and wiU be myself. — Stand ! Disobedience P 
He that advances one foot higher, dies for^t. 
Bun through the regiment, upon your duties, 
And charge 'em on command, beat back again; 
By Heaven, I'll tithe 'em all else !• 

Jteff, We'll do our best. [Exeunt DBTTSirrs and SieuLFS. 

Pen, Back ! cease your bawling drums there, 

111 beat the tubs about your brains else. Back I 
Do I speak with less fedr than thunder to ye P 
Must I' stand to beseech ye ? Home, home! — Ha ! 
Do ye stare upon me P Are those minds I moulded, 
Those honest valiant tempers I was proud 
To be a fellow to, those great discretions [fires P 

Made your names fear'd and honour'd, tiim'd to wild- 
Oh ! gods, to disobedience P Command, farewell ! 
And be ye witness with me, all things sacred, 
I have no share in these men's shames! March, soldiers, 
And seek your own sad ruins ; your old Penius 
Dares not behold your murders. 

1 8(M. Captain I 

2 Sold. Captain ! 

3 Sold, Dear, honour'd captain ! 
Pen. Too, too dear-loved soldiers 

(Which made ye weary of me, and Heaven yet knows, 
Though in your mutimes I dare not hate you), 
Take your own wills. 'Tis fit your long experience 
Should now know how to rule yourselves ; 1 wrong ye 
In wishing ye to save your lives and credits ; 
To keep your necks whole from the axe hangs o'er ye : 



^ '2Et Wce,'\ 'TIb likdj; probable. 

^ TUhe'emdll dte,'\ Decimato them ; kill 



ereiy tenth wf^ 
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Alas ! I mucli diBhonour*d ye ; go^ seek the Britons^ 

And say ye come to glut tneir sacrifices ; 

But do not say I sent ye. What ye have been. 

How excellent in all parts> good and goyem'd, 

Is only left of my command, for story ; 

What now ye are, for pity. Fare y© well ! [Otmig. 

Enter Dbusius and Begulits. 

Drus. Oh, turn again, great Penius ! see the soldier 
In all points apt for duty. 

Reg, See his sorrow 

For his disobedience, which he says was haste, 
And haste, he thought, to please you with. See, captain. 
The toughness of his courage turn'd to water ; 
See how his manly heart melts. 

Pen, Go ; beat homeward ; 

There learn to eat your little with obedience ; 
And henceforth strive to do as I direct ye. 

[^Exeunt Soldiers. 

Macer. My answer, sir. 

Pen. Tell the great general, 

My companies are no faggots to fill breaches : 

Myself no man that must or shall can carry : 

Bid him be wise, and where he is, he's safe then ; 

And when he finds out possibilities, 

He may command me. Commend me to the captains. 

Macer, All this I shall deliver. 

Pen, Farewell, Macer ! [Exit. 

Cur, Pray gods this breed no mischief! 

Reff, It must needs. 

If stout Suetonius win ; for then his anger. 
Besides the soldiers' loss of due and honour, 
Will break together on him. 

Brus, He's a brave fellow ; 

And but a little hide his haughtiness 

(Which is but sometimes neither, on some causes),' 

He shows the worthiest Eoman this day living.^ 

1 W/iich is but sometimes neither^ on some caw es."] And even tluit but 
oecaaioiip^ ' « special reasons ? 
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You may, good Curias, to the general 

Make all things seem the best, 
Cur, I shall endeayoor. 

Pray for our fortunes, gentlemen ; if we fell. 

This one farewell serves for a funeral. 

The gods make sharp our swords, and steel our hearts ! 
Reg, We dare, alas ! but cannot fight our parts. [Exeunt. 

BOHAK YALOITB AND OLOBT. 
Suetomut, the Boman Oeneralf harangues hit qffieere before battle, 

SiTBTOKitrs, Petillhts, Jotius, CrBHTs, Decius, 

DsMETBiTJS, and Maoeb. 

Suet, Draw out apace ; the enemy waits for us. 
Are ye all ready ? 

Junius, All our troops attend, sir. 

Suet, Gentlemen, 

To bid you fight is needless ; ye are Eomans ; 

The name wifi fight itself: — to tell ye who 

You go to fight against, his power and nature, 

Sut loss of time ; ye know it, know it poor, 

And oft have made it so. To tell ye further. 

His body shows more dreadful thfua it has done. 

To him, that fears, less possible to deal with. 

Is but to stick more honour on your actions. 

Load ye with virtuous names, and to your memories 

Tie never-dying Time and Fortune constant. 

6t> on in full assurance ! draw your swords 

As daring and as confident as justice ; 

The gods of Eome fight for ye ; loud Fame calls *}'e, 

Fitch'd on the topless Apennine, and blows 

To all the under-world, all nations, [dwells ; 

The seas and unfrequented deserts, where the snow 

Wakens the ruin'd monuments ; and there, 

Where nothing but eternal death and sleep is, 

Informs again the dead bones with your virtues.i 

The gode ofBjome, ^e7^ Mr. Seward, in the preface to his edition 
of Beaumont and Fletcher, quotes this passage as a sample of noble 
imagery. Lord Blames, in his Elements of Criticism, in which ho refers 
but twice to Beaumont and Fletcher, and both times in condemnation 
(so entirely did bis lordship confine hht eulogies to writers in fashion). 
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Oo on^ I say. Valiant and wiae role Heaven, 
And all the great aspeets attend 'em. Do but blow 
Upon this enemy, wno, but that we want fbea^ ^ 

Cannot deserve that name ; and like a mist^ 
A lazy fo^, before your burning Taloun 
You'u find him fly to nothing. IMa ia all. 
We have aworda, and are the sons of ancient Bomam^ 
.Heirs to their endless valours ; fight and conquer ! 

Dec. Bern, 'Tis done. 

JPeL That man that loves not this day, 

And huga-Bkit in his anna the noble danger. 
May he die famelesa and forgot I 

Suet. Sufficient! 

I^ to your troops, and let your drums beat thuni^; 
March close and sudden, like a^tempest : all ex^eutipiu 

Done without sparkling of the body; keep your pbdanx 
Sure lined, and piec'd togjether, your pikes forward^ 
And so march like a moving fort, me this day xvp. 
We shall have ground to add to Borne, well won4 

[Exeunt 

ASCElTDAirCT inTST KOT DESPMB. 

Fenius has the mortifieatum, of seeing hie melancholy freeeniimenis r^^tted. 

Scene— iVear the Field, of Battle,' In the bachgrmind the 

Tent of PeniuSy with a platform. 

Enter Deitsiijs and Pejstius above. 

Drue, Here you may see them all, sir ; from this hill 

The country shows off level. 
Pen. Gods defend me. 

What multitudes they are, what infinites ! 

The Boman power shows like a little star 

Hedged with a double halo. — ^l!f ow the kneU rings : 

[Loud shouts. 

Hark, how they shout to the battle ! bow the air 

<[!iote8 it as an instance of the fiilse sublime. I confess it appears to me 
to possess the right imaginative warrant of enthusiasm, and toexpresa a 
tme sense of the world-wide greatness and yictoriousness of Borne. 
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Totters and reels, and rends a-pieees, Diusiiu^' 
With the huge-Yollied damours ! 

Dru8. Now they charge 

(Oh, gods of ftil sides fearfollj. -: 

Pen. Ziittle Borne, 

St^nd but this growing TSyAxh one short hour^ 
And thou hast out^done Mercoles ! ^ • 

T>ru8. The dust hides 'em ; 

We cannot see what follows. 

Pen. They ai!e gone. 

Gone, swauoVd, Dnumis ; this eternal son 
Shall never see 'em mareh more. 

DruM. Oh, turn this way, 

Aiid see a model ot the fi^d ! some forty, 
Agfldnst fimr hundred ! 

vP«i. w ell fought, bravely followed ! 

t^ Oh, nobly charged a|;ain, charged home too 1 DmsiuB, 
They seem to carry it. Now they charge all ; 

\Loud shouts. . 
Close, dose, I say ! they follow it. Ye gods, 
Gan tibere be more in meu P more daring spirits P 
Still they make good their fortunes. Now they are 

gone too, 
Eor ever gone ! see, Drusius, at their backs 
A fearful ambush rises. Farewell, vajours. 
Excellent valours ! oh, Eome, where's thy wisdom ? 

Dms. They are gone indeed, sir. 

Pen, Look out toward the army ; 
. I am heavy with these slaughters. 

Drua* 'Tis the same still, 

Cover'd with dust and fury. 

[I%e Scene is diverted, for a few minutes, to some other 
permms ; dsmng which time Pemus stands lost in thought^ 
while Drusius amtinues lookit^ out on the battle^ At 
length the latter eofclaims — "] 
Awake, sir ; — ^yet the Soman body 's whole : 
I see 'em elsar again. 

Pen. Whole P 'tis not possible ; 
DruBins, they must be lost. 

Drus» By HeaveU; they are whole, sir, 
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And in brave doing ; see, they wheel about 
To gain more ground. 
Fen. But see there, Drusius, see, 

See that huge battle moving from the mountains ! 
Their gilt coats shine like dragons' scales, their mardi 
Like a rough tumbling storm ; see 'em, and view 'em, 
And then see Bome no more. Sav they fail, look. 
Look where the armed carts stand ; a new army ! 
Look how they hang like falling rocks, as murdering ! 
Death rides in triumph, Drusius, fell Desiaruction 
Lashes his fiery horse, and round about him 
His many thousand ways to let out souls.' 
Move me again when they charge, when the mountain 
Melts imder their hot wheels, and from their az'trees 
Huge claps of thunder plough the ground before 'em ! 
Till then, I'll dream what Itome was. 

Unter Suetonius, Pstillius, Dsmstbiub, Maceb, and 

Soldiers. 

Suet Oh, bravely fought ! 

Honour till now ne'er show'd her golden face ' 
I' the field. Like lions, gentlemen, you have held 
Tour heads up this day. Where's young Junius 
Curius, and Decius ? 

Tet, Gone to heaven, I think, sir. 

&uet. Their worths go with 'em ! Breathe a while. How 
do ye ? 

JPet. Well; some few scurvy woimds ; my heart 's whole yet. 

Dem, 'Would they would give us more ground ! 

Suet. Grive ? we'll have it. 

Fet. Have it ? and hold it too, despite the devil. 

Enter Junius, Dboius, and Cueius. 

Jun. Lead up to th' head, and line sure ! The queen's battle 
Begins to charge like wildfire. Where's the general ? 
Suet, Oh, they are living yet. — Come, my brave soldiers, 

' His many thousand ways to let out souls.'] Must we read hasiorhis? 
or does the poet mean, that Death lashes forwaird, not only his horse, 
but his many thousand modes, or instruments, of slaughter ? In either 
case, a fine thought is ill-worded j in the one tamely, in the other un- 
warrantably. 
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Gome, let me pour Bome's blessing on ye. Live, 

Live, and lead armies all ! Ye bleed hard. 
Juui Best; 

We shall appear the sterner to the foe. 
Dee. More wounds, more honour. 
Pet, Lose no time. 
Suet. Away then ; 

And stand this shock, ye have stood the world. 

Enter Boitdvoa, Cabatach, Daughters, NsKirrus, and 

Soldiers. 

Car. Charge *em i' th' flanks ! Oh, you have play'd the fool. 

The fool extremely, the mad fool ! 
Bond. Why, cousin ? 
Car. The woman fool ! Why did you give the word 

Unto the carts to charge down, ana our people 

In gross before the enemy ? We pay for 't ; 

Our own swords cut our throats ! 

Why do you offer to command P The devil, 

The devil, and his dam too ! who bid you 

Meddle in men's affairs P 
Bond. I'll help all. [Exeunt all but Cabataoh. 

Car. Home, 

Home and spin, woman, spin, go spin ! you trifle. 

Open before there, or all 's ruiu'd ! — ^How P 

[SJioute within* 

Now comes the tempest on ourselves, by Heaven ! 
Within. Victoria! 

Car. Oh, woman, scurvy woman, beastly woman ! [Exit. 
Drus. Victoria, victoria ! 
Pen. How's that, Drusius ? 

Dru$, They win, they win, they win! Oh, look, look, 
look, sir. 

For Heaven's sake, look ! The Britons fly, the Britons 
fly ! Victoria ! 

Enter SxTETOimJS, Soldiers, and Captains. 

Suet. Soft, soft, pursue it soft, excellent soldiers ! 
Close, my brave fellows, honourable Bomans ! 
Oh, cool thy mettle, Junius ; they are ours, 

I 



• p 
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The world cannot redeem 'em : stem Petilliaay 
Govern the conquest noblj. Soft, good acdidUers 1 

[£keunL 

Enter Boin)iroA, DanghterSy and Brxfxms jf^riiit^. 

Bond. Shame ! whither fly ye, ye imlacky Britons t 

Hares, fearful hares, doves in your angers ! leaye me ? 
Leave your queen diesolate ? 

Enter Cabataoh and HsKOO. 
Car. Ry, ye buzzards I 

Ye have wings enough, ye fear ! Gtet thee gone, woman, 

[Loud skomi mtkm. 
Shame tread upon thy beels! All's lost, all's lost! 
Hark how the Bomans ring our knells ! [Httric, 

lEweuni Boin>i70A, Baugfatsirs, ^ 
Hengo. Good unde, 
Let me go too.. 
Car. No, boy ; thy fortune 's mine ; 

I must not leaye thee. Gtot behind me ; shake nd ; 
m scourge you, if you do, boy. 

Enter Fstillius, Jukiits, and Decius* 

Gome, brave Bomans ! 

All is not lost yet. 
Jun, Now I'll thank thee, Caratach. [Fight. Drums. 

Car. Thou art a soldier ; strike home, home ! Have at you! 
Pen. His blows fall like huge sledges on an anvil. 
Dec. I am weary. 
Pet. So am L 

Car. Send more swords to me. [Exeunt Britons unpursued 
Jun. Let 's sit and rest. [They nt down. 

Drus, What think you now ? 
Pen. Oh, Drusius, 

I have lost mine honour, lost my name. 

Lost all that was my light. These are true "RnTniiT^ff^ 

And I a Briton coward, a base coward ! 

Guide me where nothing is but desolation, 

That I may never more behold the face 

Of man, or mankind know me I Oh, blind Foirtune, 

Hast thou abus'd me thus i 
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Drus, Good sir, be comforted f 

It was your wisdom rul'd you. Pray yon go home ; 
Your day is yet to come, when this great fortune 
Shall be but foil unto it. [BetreaU 

Pen, Fool, fool, coward I 

[Exeunt Fsinirs, and Dbusixts into the Tent. 

Enter SvETOimrs, DxicrrBiiTS, Soldiers, drum and colours. 

Suet, Draw in, draw in ! — ^WeU have you fought, and worthy 
Bome's noble recompense. Look to your wounds ; 
The ground is cold abd hurtful. The proud queen 
Has got a fort, and there she and her daughters 
De^ us once again. To-morrow morning 
We^ll seek her out, and make her know, our fortunes 
Stop at no stubborn walls. — Come, sons of Honour, 
True Virtue's heirs, thus hatch'd^ with Britain blood 
Let's march to rest, and set in gules like suns. 
Beat a soft march, and each one ease his neighbours I^ 

[Exeunt, 
nnrooENOE of an nnPAirr hsbo. 

The child Hengo^ wkUe carried away 0» Jdi imeUt iaci^ Mia wiiJk kim qf 

Carataeh. How does mv boy 9 

Hengo, I would do well : my head *8 well: 
I do not fear. 

Car, My good boy ! 

Hen. I Know, uncle, 

We must all die : my little brother died, 
I saw him die ; and he died smiling. Sure, 
There's no great pain in 't, uncle. But nray tell me, 
Whither must we go, when we are dead r 

Car. (aeide). Strange questions ! 

Why, to the blessed'st place, boy ! ever sweetness 
And happiness dwells there. 

Hen. Will you come to me ? 

Car. Tes, my sweet boy. 

1 HateJi^dwith Britain hlood.'] Adorned ; oolotned hie the heraldic 
shield called an atckiewment^ or AaiekmeiU, The image is finely kept «p 
in the ensuing line — *' set in gules like suns." 

3 Bate his neighbours.'] l£arch loosely ? at easy distance from one 
another? 
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Mem. Mine aiint too, and mj dbusinB? 

Cmr. Ally m J good child. 

lf«x. No Bomansy nnde P 

Cmr, No, boy. 

Hen. I should be loaih to meet than there. 

Car, Np ill men 

That live by violence and strong oppression 

Come thither. 'Tis for those the goos love ; good ones*. 
ffen. Why then I care not when I go, for surely 

I am persuaded they love me. I neyer 

Blasphem'd 'em, uncle, nor tranisfgress'd my parents.; 

I always said my prayers. 
Cur. Thou shalt go then ; 

Indeed thou shalt. 
Hen, When they please. 
Car. That 's my good boy. 

Art thou not weary, HengoP 
7/flii. Weary, uncle P 

IVe heard you say you've march'd all day in armour.. 
Car, I have, boy. 
Hen, Am I not your kinsman P 
Car, Yes. 
Hen. And am I not as fully allied to you 

In those rare things as blood P 
Car. Thou art too tender. 
Hen. To go upon my legs P they were made to bear me. 

I can play twenty mile a day : I see na reason 

But, to preserve my country and myself, 

I should march forty. 
Car. What would'si thou be, living 

To wear a man's strength ? 
Hen. Why, a Caratach, 

A Eoman-hater, a scourge sent from Heaven [Hark I 

To whip these proud thieves from our kingdom. — 

Hark, uncle, hark ! I hear a drum. 

Enter Judas (a Roman Corporal), with other Soldiers, antf 
remains at the side of the stage. 

Jtn^. Beat softly. 

Softly, I say. They 're here. Who dare charge P 
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1^^ Soldier, He . [near bim. 

That dares be knock'd (f the head. I'll not come 
Jud. Betire again, and watch then. How he stares ! 

H' has eyes would kill a dragon. Mark the boy well ; 

If we could take or kill him — ^A [plague] on you, 

How fierce you look ! See, how he broods the boy ! 

The devil dwells in 's scabbard. Back, I say, 

Apace, apace ! h' has found us. [Exit with Soldiers. 
Car. Do ye hunt us ? 
Hen, Uncle, good uncle, see ! the thin starv*d rascal. 

The eating Boman ; see where he thrids the thickets ! 

Kill him, dear uncle, kill him. 
Car. Do ye make us foxes ? — 

Here, hold my charging-stafi^ and keep the place, boy : 

I am at bay, and like a bull I'll bear me. 

Stand, stand, ye rogues, ye squirrels ! [Emi. 

Hen. Now he pays 'em : 

Oh, that I had a man's strength ! 

Re-enter Judas. 
Jud. Here's the boy ; 

Mine own, I thank my fortune. 
Hen. (calling out for Caratach), Uncle, undel 

Pamine is faU'n upon me, imde.^ 
Jud. Come, sir ; 

Yield willingly : your uncle 's out of hearing. 
Hen. Thou mock-made man of mat ! Charge home, sirrah ! 

Hang thee, base slave ; thou shak'st ! 
Jud. Upon my conscience. 

The boy will beat me ! Yield, or I cut thy head off. 
If en. Thou dar'st not cut my finger. Here 'tis. Touch it 
Jud. The boy speaks sword and buckler. — Pr'ythee yield,boy. 

Come ; here 's an apple. Yield. 
Hen. By Heaven, he fears me ! 

I'll give you sharper language. — ^When, you cowara, 

"When come you up ? 

Jvd. K he should beat me 

Men, When, sir? 

I long to kill thee. Come ; thou canst not 'scape me: 

^ Famine, ^c] The little hero jests upon the starred look of his enetrj. 
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Tyb twenty ways to charge tbee. Twenty deaths 

Attend my Uoody ttaffl 
Jud. Sure, 'tis the devil ; 

A divarf-^efil in a doublet I 
Men* I haye killed a captain, siirah, a brare captain^ 

And when I have dcme, I have ksok'd him ;-^hii8 ;^--look 

See how I chaige thifl staff. [here; 

Jud. Most certain. 

This boy will cut my throat yet. 

Me-mter Two Soldiers rvummg. 

lit Soldier. "Flee, flee ! he kills us I 
2nd Soldier, He comes ! he comes I 
Jud. The devil take the hindmost. 

[Eafenni JuBAB mul Soldiers* 
ITen, Bun, run, ye rogues, ye precious rogues, ye rank 
rogues ! 

A'comeB,a'comes,a'comes,a'comes! That's he^ boys 

Wliat a brave cry they make ! 
Car. How does my chicken ? 
Men. Faith, uncle, grown a soldier, a great soldier : 

Por by the virtue of your charging-staff. 

And a strange fighting face I put upon % 

I've out-brav'd Hunger ! 
Car. That 's my boy, my sweet boy ! 

Here; here 's a Eoman's head for thee.. 
JSen. Good provision. 

Before I starve, my sweet-faced gentleman, 

I'll try your favotur. 
Car.' A right complete soldier ! 

Come, chicken ; let's so seek some place of strength 

(The country 's full m scouts) to rest awhile in ; 

Thou wilt not else be able to endure 

The journey to my country. Pruits and water 

Must be your food awhile, boy. 
ITou Anything; 

I can eat moss ; nay, I can live on anger. 

To vex these Eomans. Let's be wary, uncle. 
Car. 1 warrant thee. Come cheerfully. 
Sen. And boldly. lExeunU 
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F^Hmt mmot endttn Urn mort^jy amKguenees €f M» re^nd to join 

Reg, The soldier shall not grieye you. 

Pen. Pray ye, foisakema ; 

Look not upon me, as ye loye yonor hozKyim I 
I am so cola a oomrd, m infection 
Will choke yonr yirtnea fike a damp eiaa. 

Drus. Dear captain ! 

Reg, Most honoured sir ! 

Pen. Most hated, most aUiorr'dl 

Say so, and then JQ know m^; nay, ye please me. 
On, uy dear credit, my dear credit ! 

Reg* i9U0 ,1 

Bm mind is dangerous. 

Drue. The good gods euze it ! [Inieaches, 

Pen. l£y honour, got throogk fire, through ctobbom 
Through battles tfart ho^e been as hard io win as heaven. 
Through De«& himself in all his horrid txims, 
Is gone io^ over, ev«r,«fier, gentlemen ! 
And now I am left to soornM tales and laughters, 
To hootnags at, pointing with fingers, " That's be. 
That's the braye gentkmaan forsook the battle, 
The most wii^ Beioius, the disputing coward. ' 
(%, my good sword, Ysrefik fix>m my side, and kill me ; 
Cut out l^e coward from my heart ! 

Reg. You are ^mxe. 

Pen. He lies that says so ; by Heay^i, he lies, lies basely, 
Baser than I have done ! . Oome, soldiers, seek me ; 
I have robb'd ye of your virtues ! Justice seek me ; 
I have broke my fair obedience ! lost ! Shame take me, 
Take me, and swallow me, make ballads of me. 
Shame, endless shame ! and pray do you forsake me ! 

Dru9* Whtft shall we do P 

Pen. Good gentlemen, forsake me ; [do it. 

You were not wont to be commanded. Friends, pray 
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And do not fear ; for, as I am a coward, 

I will not hurt myself (when that mind takes me^ 

I'll call to you, and ask your help), I dare not. 

. ^Throws himself upon the ffromd. 

Enter Petillius. 

Pet. Gk)od-morrow, gentlemen ! Where's the tribune ? 

Reff. There. 

Dnts, Whence come you, good Petillius P 

Pet. From the general. 

Drus. With what, for Heaven's sake P 

Pet. With good counsel, Drusius^ 
And love, to comfort him. 

Drue. Good Begulus, 

Step to the soldier and allay his anger; 
For he is wild as wftiter. 

[Exeunt Dbusius and SseuLmL 

Pet, Oh, are you there ? have at you ! — Sure he-^ dead, 

IHa^aeide. 
It cannot be he dare outlive this fortune ; 
He must die ; 'tis most necessary ; men expect it. 
And thought of life in him goes beyond coward. 
Forsake the field so basely ? Fy upon't ! 
So poorly to betray his worth ? So coldly 
To cut all credit from the soldier ? Sure 
If this man mean to live (as I should think it 
Beyond belief), he must retire where never 
The name of Rome, the voice of arms, or honour. 
Was known or heard of yet. He's certain dead. 
Or strongly means it ; he's no soldier else. 
No Eoman in him ; all he has done but outside, 
Fought either drunk or desperate. Now he rises. — 
How does lord Penius ? 

Pen. As you see. 

Pet. 1 am glad on't ! 

Continue so still. The lord general. 
The valiant general, great Suetonius— *— 

Pen, No more of me is spoken ; my name's perish'dL ; 

Pet, He that commanded fortune and^the day. 
By his own valour and discretion 
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(When, as some say, Fenius refos'd to come. 
But I believe 'em not), sent me to see you. 

en. Ye are welcome ; and pray see me, see me well ; 
You shall not see me long. 

et, I hope so, Penius. — [Aside. 

The gods defend, sir ! 

m. See me and understand me. This is he. 
Left to fill up your triumph ; he that basely 
Whistled his honour off to th* wind ; that coldly 
Shrunk in his politic head, when Eome, like reapers. 
Sweat blood and spirit for a glorious harvest. 
And bound it up, and brought it off; that fool, 
That having gold and copper offered him, 
Sefused the wealth, and took the waste ; that soldier.- 
That being courted byioud Fame and Fortune, 
Labour in one hand that propounds us gods, 
And in the other Qlory that cceates us, 
Yet durst doubt and be damn'd ! 

^t. It was an error. 

r». A foul one, and a black one. 

/. Yet the blackest 

May be washed white again. 

II. Never. 

/. Your leave, sir ; 

And I beseech you note me, for I love you, 
And bring along all comfort. Are we gods, 
Allied to no infirmities ? are our natures 
More than men's natures ? When we slip a little 
Out of the way of virtue, are we lost ? 
Is there no medicine called sweet mercy ? 

II. None, Petillius ; 

There is no mercy in mankind can reach me, 
Nor is it fit it should ; I have sinned beyond it, 

i. Forgiveness meets with all faults. 

n. 'Tis all faults. 
All sins I can commit, to be forgiven ; 
'Tis loss of whole man in me, my discretion. 
To be so stupid to arrive at pardon ! 

^L Oh, but the general 

f A. He is a brave gentleman. 
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A yaliant^ and a loTing; and I daw aay 
He wonldy as ftr as honour durst dired hiu. 
Make eren with mj &ult ; but 'tis not honest, 
Not in his power. Examples that mvr nooriah 
Neglect and disobedience in whole bocuea* 
And totter the estates and fiuths of armieSy 
Must not be play'd withal ; nor out of pily 
Make [such] a general forget his dutjf ; 
Nor dare I hope mate from him than ia wovfliy» 

Fet. What would jou do P 

Pen. Die. 

jPet. So would sullen children, 

Women that want their wills, slaves disobedieiil^ ! 

That fear the law. DieP Ft, great captain ! yoit | 
A man to rule men, to haTe tnousand lites 
Under your regiment, and let jour passion 
Betray your reason P I brinff you all foi ' gi vo n e ss . 

Pen. Pr'ythee no more ; *tis foolish. Bidst not then 
(By Heaven, thou didst; I overheard thee>tiier^ 
There where thou stand'st now) deliver me for rascal, 
Poor, dead, cold^ cowar , miserable, wretdied, 
If I out-lived this ruin P 

Pet I ? 

Pen. And thou didst it nobly, 

Like a true man, a solcuer ; and I thank tiiee, 
I thank thee, good Petillius, thus I thank tibeel 

Pet. Since you are so justly made up, let me tell you, 
'Tis fit you die indeed. 

Pen, Oh, how thou lovest me ! 

Pet. Per say he had forgiven you, say the people's whispers 
Were tame again, the time run out for wonder. 
What must your own command think,from whose swords 
Tou have tslken off the edges, from whosd valours 
The due and recompense of arms ; nay, made it doubtfol 
Whether they knew obedience ? must not these kill youP 
Say they are won to pardon you, by mere miracle 
Brought to forgive you, what old valiant soldier, 
What man that loves to fight, and fight for Bome, 
Will ever follow you more ? Dare you know ,the» 
If so, I bring you comfort; dare you take itP [venturesf 
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Pen. Nq, no, Fetillius, no. 
Pet. K your mind serve Ton, 

You may live still ; but how P — ^ret pardon me : 
You may out-wear all too ; — but when P — and certain 
There is a mercy for each fault, if tamely 
A man will tak't upon conditions. 
Pen. N09 by no means : I am only thinking now, sir 
~^or I am resolved to go), of a most base death, 
the baseness of my &ult. I'll hang. 
Pet Yoa shall not ; you're a gentleman I honour, 
I would else flat^r youi, and force you live. 
Which is &r baser. ' Hanging ! 'tis a dog's deaths 
An end for slaves. 
Pen. The fitter for my baseness. 
Pet. Besides, the man that*s hang'd preaches his end. 

And sits a sign for all the world to gape at. 
Pen. That's true ; I'll take a fitter ; poison. 
Pet. No; 

*Tis equal ill ; the death of rats and women, 
liovers, and lazy boys, that fear correction ; 
Die like a man. 
Pen. "Why, my sword, then. 
Pet. Ay, if your sword be sharp, sir. 

There's nothing under Heaven that's like your sword ; 
Your sword's a death indeed ! 
Pen. It ahall be sharp, sir. 
Pet. Why, Mithridates was an arrant ass 
To me by poison,^ if all Bosphorus 
Could lend him swords. Your sword must do the deed 
'Tis shame to die chok'd, fame to die and bleed. 
Pen. Thou hast confirm'd me; and, my good Petillius, 
TeQ me no more I may live. 

^ MithridaUi wu an arrant ass 
IbsSe^^ poison^ 4^cJ] Some commentators hare charged tliis 
patMige with mMTerteiicy ; since Mithridates did not actually die by 
pouon, though he had studied that mode of death, and preferred it. 
But the pMsage does not of necessity imply that Mithridates died by 
poisoin. jB^Mits are eyery day assumed hypothetically, in common 
diMxmneu Mithiidates contemplated dying by ^ison. " Well," says 
a coii f e rM ir on the subject, '* he was a fool to die by poison, when he 
had 10 many Sfwords to recur to." 



i 
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Pet, 'Twas my commission ; 

But now I see you in a nobler way, 
A way to make all even. 

Pen. Farewell, captain ! 

Be a good man, and fight well; be obedient; 
Command thyself^ and then thy men. WIij aLak'flk 

Pet. I do not, sir. [thouf 

Pen. I would thou hadst, Petillius ! 

I would find something to forsake the world with. 
Worthy the man that dies ; a kind of earthquake 
Through all stem valours but mine own. 

Pet. I feel now 

A kind of trembling in me. 

Pen. Keep it still ; I 

As thou lov'st virtue, keep it. 

Pet. And, brave captain, 

The great and nonour'd Penius! 

Pen. That again ! 

Oh, how it heightens me ! again, Petilliua ! 

Pet. Most excellent commander 

Pen. Those were mine ! 
Mine, only mine ! 

Pet. They are still. 

Pen. Then, to keep 'em 

For ever falling more, have at ye ! — Heavens, 

Te everlasting powers, I am yours : 

The work is done, \^Falls upon his swardm 

That neither fire, nor age, nor melting envy, 

Shall ever conquer. Carry my last words 

To the great general : kiss his hands, and say, 

My sold I give to Heaven, my fault to justice, 

Which I have done upon myself; my virtue. 

If ever there was any in poor Penius, 

Made more, and happier, light on hiiil !-— I faint— ^ 

And where there is a foe, I wish him fortune. 

I die : lie lightly on my ashes, gentle earth ! [Diet. 

Pet. And on my sin !^ Parewell, great Penius ! — 

* JIfy */«.] Petillius had at one time felt the same doubts of victoiy 
tis Penius. Or did he meax), by sin, his haying doubted the laiter^i 

courage ? 
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The soldier is in fuiy ; now I am glad [Noise within, 

'Tis done before he comes. This way for me, 

The way of toil ; — ^for thee, the way of honour ! [JKnV. 

Dbvsius, BEGULrs^ and Soldiers are heard toithouL 

'^U. EiU him, kiU him, kill him ! 

>nw. What will ye do ? 

\eg. Good soldiers, honest soldiers—— 

old. Kill him, kill him, kill him ! 

>rMtf. Kill US first : we command too. 

leg. Yaliant soldiers. 

Consider but whose life ye seek. — Oh, Drusins, 

Bid him be gone ; he dies else. — [DBrsiirs enters. 

— Shall Bome say. 
Ye most approved soldiers, her dear children 
Devour'd the fathers of the fights ? shall rage 
And stubborn fury guide those swords to slaughter. 
To slaughter of their own, to civil ruin P 

^n». Oh, let 'em in ; all's done, all's ended, Begulus ; 
Penius has found his last eclijpse. Come, soldiers, 
Come and behold your miseries ; come bravely, 
Full of your mutinous and bloody angers. 
And here bestow your darts. — Oh, omy Boman, 
Oh, ^Either of the wars ! 

Enter EsGVLrs and Soldiers. 

eg. Why stand ye stupid ? 

Where be your killmg furies ? whose sword now 
Shall be first sheathed in Fenius ? Do ye weep P 
Howl out, ye wretches ; ye have cause ; howl ever ! 
Who shall now lead ye fortunate ? whose valour 
Preserve ye to the glory of your country ? 
Who shaU march out before ye, coyed and courted 
By all the mistresses of war, care, counsel, 
Quick-eyed experience, and victory twined to him ? 
Who shall beget ye deeds beyond inheritance 
To speak your names, and keep your honours living, 
When children fail, and Time, that takes all with him^ 
Builds houses for ye to oblivion ? 

ru%. Oh, ye poor desperate fools, no more now soldiers. 
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Go home, a&d haag jour arms up ; let nut rot *«&; 
And humble your stem yaloura to soft prayers I 
"For ye haye sunk the frame of all ^our virtues ; 
The aun that warmed your bloods is set for ever. — 
I'll kiss thy honoured cheek. Earewell, great F^mus; 
Thou thunderbolt^ farewell \ — ^Take up the body : 
To-morrow morning to the camp oonvej it, 
There to receive due ceremonies. That eye, 
That blinds himself with weeping, gets most glory. 

[Exeuntj bearing out the body. A dead martk 

A LITTLE VICTIK Or WAS; AKB HOlfAOE TO ▲ GBBAT OVX. 



HengOt enirapped ofid slain by the tokUer Jiuku, dtM im the arwu of hit 
uncle Caratackt wMo is taken cajgHve and konomred 6y tie Momsms* 

Enter OasaTjIOH and HsNOO on a rock. 

Car. Courage, my boy ! I have found meat ; look, Hengo; 

Look where some blessed Briton, to preiserve thee, 

Has hung a little food and drink. Cneer up, boy: 

Do not forsake me now. 
Hengo. Oh uncle, uncle, 

I feel I cannot stay long ! yet I'll fetch it. 

To keep your noble life. Uncle, I'm heart-whole^ 

And would Uve. 
Car. Thou shalt ; long, I hope. 
Heiigo. But my head, uncle. 

Methinks the rock goes round. 
Car. Oh my poor chicken ! 
Hengo. Fie, faint-hearted uncle ! 

Come, tie me in your belt, and let me down* 
Car. I'll ffo myself, boy. 
Hengo, No, as you love me, undo ! 

I will not eat it if I do not fetch it.. 

Pray tie me. 
Car. 1 will ; and all my care hang o'er thee. 

Come, child, my valiant child. 
Hengo. Let me down apace, uncle, 

And you shall see now like a daw I'll whip it 

From all their policies ; for 'tis, most certain, 

A Boman train ; and you must hold me sure too : 
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You'll spoil all else. When I have brought it, unde, 

We*ll be as merry ! 
Car. Gt), in the name of Heaven, boy. 

[Lets HJBKQO down hy ku belt. 
Hen. Quick, quiok, uncle ; I have it 

[Judas shoots Bekoo with an arrow.. 

Oh! 
Car. What ails't tiiou P 
Hen. Oh mj best uncle, I am slain ! 
Car. (to Judas). I see you. 

And Heaven direct my hand ! destruction 

Go with thy coward soul! 
[Kills Judas with a stone, and then draws up HiKOO. 

How dost thou, boy ? 

Oh, villain, [abjectj villain ! 
Hen, Oh undo, uncle, 

Oh, how it pricks me ! am I preserved for this 9 

Extremely pricks me ! 
Car. Goward> rascal coward! 

Dogs eat thv flesh. 
Hen. Oh, I bleed hard ! I faint too ! out upon% 

How sick I am ! — The lean rogue, undie. 
Car. Look, boy. 

I have laid him, sure enough. 
Hen. Have you knock'd his brains out ? 
Car. I wacrant thee for stirring more : cheer up, child. 
Hen. Bold my tides hard; — stop, stop; — oh, wretched 
fortune. 

Must we part thus ? Still I grow sicker, uncle. 
Car. Heav'n look upon this noble child. 
Hen» I hoped 

I should have Uv'd to have met these bloody Bomans 

At my sword's point ; to have reveng'd my father ; 

To have beaten them ; oh, hold me hard ; — ^but uncle — 
Car. Thou shalt live still, I hope, boy. Shall I draw it ? 

{Meaning the arrow. 
., ., . would live 

A littie longer (spare me. Heavens !), but only 
To thank you for your tender love ! (3h)od unde,^ 
Good noble uncle, weep not ! 
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(Jar. Oh, my chicken. 

My dear bo;^> what shall I lose P 
Hen, Why, a cmld. 

That must have died however ; had this 'scaped me, 

Eever or famin e I was bom to die, sir. 
Car. But thus unblown, my boy P 
Htn» I go the straighter 

My journey to the gods. Sure I shall know you 

"Wnen you come, unde P 
Car. Yes, boy. 
Hen. And I hope 

We shall enjoy together that great blessedness 

Tou told me of. 
Car. Most certain, child. 
Hen, I grow cold ; 

Mine eyes are going. 
Car. Lift 'em up ! 
Hen. Pray for me; 

And, noble uncle, when my bones are ashes. 

Think of your little nephew! Mercy ! 
Car. Mercy! 

You blessed angels, take him ! 
Hen. Kiss me I so. 

Farewell, farewell ! [D/e«. 

Car. Farewell the hopes of Britain ! 

Thou royal graft, farewell for ever ! — Time and Death, 

Te have done your worst. Fortune, now see, now 
proudly 

Pluck oiF thy veil, and view thy triumph : look. 

Look what thou hast brought this 'land to. — Oh, feir 

How lovely yet thy ruins show, how sweetly [flower, 

Even death embraces thee 1 The peace of Heaven, 

The fellowship of all great souls, be with thee ! 

Enter Petillius and JuNirs, on the rock. 

Ha ! Dare ye, Eomans ? Te shall win me bravely. 

Thou'rt mine ! [^hight 

Jun. Not yet, sir. 
Car. Breathe ye, ye poor Eomans, 
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And come up ally wHAi all your ancient valours ; 

Like a rough wind I'll shake your souls, and send 'em-*- 

Enter Bvirtotstvb, and all the Boman Captains. 

Siuet Yield thee, bold Caratach ! By all the gods. 

As I am a soldier, as I envy thee, 

I'll use thee like thyself, tne valiant Briton. 
Pet. Brave soldier, yield, thou stock of arms and honour, 

Thou filler of the world with fame and glory ! 
Jnn. Most worthy man, we'll woo thee, be thy prisoners. 
Suet. Excellent Briton, do me but that honour. 

That more to me than conquests, that true happiness, 

To be my friend ! 
Car. Oh, Bomans, see what here is ! 

Had this boy liv'd 

Suet. For fame's sake, for thy sword's sake. 

As thou desir'st to build thy virtues greater, 

By aU that's excellent in man, and honest- 



Car. I do believe. Te have had me a brave foe ; 

Make me a noble friend, and from your goodness 

Give this boy honourable earth to He in ! 
Suet. He shall have fitting funeral. 
Car. I yield then. 

Not to your blows, but your brave courtesies. 
Pet. Thus we conduct then to the amis of peace 

The wonder of the world ! 
Smet. Thus I embrace thee ; IFlaurieh, 

And let it be no flattery that I tell thee. 

Thou art the only soldier ! 
Car. How to thank ye, 

I must hereafter find upon vour usage. 

I am for Some P 
Suet. You must. 
Car. Then Eome shall know 

The man that makes her spring of giory grow. 
Suet. March on, and through the camp, in every tongue. 

The virtues of great Caratach be sung I ^Exeunt. 

J" With all the faults of the tragedy of « Bonduca,' its British subject 
. its native heroes attach our hearts. We follow Caractacus to battle 
and capttrity with a proud satisfaction in his virtue. The stubbornness 

K 
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of the old soldiwtefinflfy tempered b^^httiriM^jiist; and osDd^ 
for hiB enemies the Romans, and hj um tender afibctioafor his princdy 
ward. He never gives way to sorrow till he looks on the dead hodv of 
his nephew Hengo. The chanoter must be well aapportod which 
yields a sensation of triumph in the act of sunendering to viotoiioas 
enemies. Garaotacus does not tell as that when a hi»ve man has done 
his duty he cannot be humbled by fcnrtune, but he makes us fisel it in 
his behaviour. The lew and simple sentences which he utters in sub* 
mittiBg to the Bomaas, together with their respectfol behaviour to him, 
give a sublime oonqposore to his appearance in the dosing scene."— 
Campbell.] 



THE KMGHT OF MALTA. 
SBKSUAL ^ASSIOir KO LOTE. 

Mountferrat, one of ih$ KniffkU of Malta^ being Treated m JUs wiworilKf 
suit to OrumOf sitter if the Orand Matter^ deteminee to revenge Hit 
dtMppointment, 

A Roam in MomirTFEBSAT's Houae. 

JEnter Mouktfebbjlt. 

Mountf. Dares she despise me thus P me, that with spoil 
And hazardous exploits, full sixteen years 
Have led (as hand-maids) Fortune, victory, 
Whom the Maltezzi call my servitors P 
Tempests I have subdued, and fought them calm. 
Out-lighten' d lightning in my chivalry, 
Eid (tame as patience) billows that kick'd Heaven, 
Whistled enraged Boreas till his gusts 
Were grown so gentle that he seem'd to sigh 
Because he could not show the air my keel ; 
And yet I cannot conquer her bright eyes, 
Which, though they blaze, both comfort and invite; 
Neither by force, nor fraud, pass through her ear, 
Whose guard is only blushing innocence, 
To take the least possession of her heart. 
Did I attempt her with a thread-bare name, 
Un-napt with meritorious actions, 
She might with colour disallow my suit : 
But, by the honour of this Christian cross v 

(In blood of infidels so often dyed, 
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^Wbich mine own sonl and sword hath fixed liere. 
And neither favour nor birth's privilege), 
Oriana shall confess (although she be 
Yaletta's sister, our grand-master here) 
The wages of scom'd love is baneful hate, 
And, if I rule not her, I'll rule her fate 

Enter Eogca. 

Eocca, my trusty servant, welcome ! 
Rocca, Sir, 

I wish my news deaerv'd it ! Hapless I, 

That being loVd and trusted, fail to bring 

The loving answer that you do expect. [forth 

Mount/. Why speak'st thou jfromme? thy pleas'd eyes send 

Beams brighter than the star that ushers day ; 
. Thy smiles restore sick expectation. 
Rocca. 1 bring you, sir, her snules, not mine. 
Mountf. Her smiles ? 

"Why, they are presents for kings' eldest sons : 

Qtteaib Solyman is not so rich as I 

In this one smile, from Oriana sent. 
Bocca. Sir, iare you well ! 
Mimntf. Oh, Bocca ! thou art wise, 

And wouldat not have the torrent of my joy 

Buin me headlong ! Aptly thou conceiv'st, 

If one reviving smile can raise me thus, 

What trances will the sweet words which thou bring'st 

Cast me into. I felt, my dearest friend 

(No more my servant), when I employ'd thee, 

That knew'st to love and speak as lovers should. 

And cany faithfully thy master's sighs, 

That it must work some heat in her cold heart ; 

And all my labours now come fraughted home 

With ten-fold prize. 
Xoees. Will you yet hear me P 
MomUf. Yes: 

But take heed, gentle Bocca, that thou dost 

Tenderly by degrees assault mine ears 

With her consent, now to embrace my love ; 
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For thou well know'st IVe been bo plung'd, so torn. 
With her resoly'd rejection and neglect. 
That to report her soft acceptance now 
Will stupity sense in me, if not kill.— 
Wl^ show'st thou this d^temper ? 

Boeea. Draw your sword, 

And when I with my breath have blasted you. 
Kill me with it : 

I bring you smiles of pity, not affection, 
Por such she sent. 

Mount/. Oh ! can she pity me ? 

Of all the paths lead to a woman's lore, 
Pity's the straightest. 

Moeea. \Vaken, sir, and know 

That her contempt (if you can name it so) 
Continues still ; she bids you throw your peart 
Into strong streams, and hope to turn them so,. 
Ere her to foul dishonour ; write your plaints 
In rocks of coral grown aboye the sea ; 
Them hope to soften to compassion. 
Or change their modest blush to loye-sick pale, 
Ere work her to your impious requests. 
All your loose thoughts she chides you home again^ 
But with such calm behayiour and mild looks. 
She gentlier denies than others grant ; 
Eor just as others loye, so doth she hate. 
She says, that by your order you are bound 
Prom marrying eyer, and much maryels then 
You would thus violate her and your own faith j 
That being the virgin you shoula now protect, 
Hitherto, she professes, she has conceard 
Your lustful batteries ; but the next, she vows 
(In open hall, before the honour' d cross, 
And her great brother) she will quite disclose. 
Calling for justice, to your utter shame. 

Mount/, Hence ! find the Blackamoor that waits upon her; 
Bring her unto me ; she doth love me yet. 
And I must her now ; at least seem to do. — 
Cupid, thy brands that glow thus in my veins, 
I will with blood extinguish ! — Art not gone P 
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LOYOra BELF-SACBO'ICE. 



Mountferraty hy the help of Oriana*s servant, Zanthia, having succeeded m 
firing on her a charge if endeanowring to betray the island into the hands 
of the Basha of Tripoli (who had solicited her to that end with a promise 
of marriage), Mirand4i, an Italian gentleman, who is in love with her^ 
contrives, on pretence of believing her guilty, to save her life ; though^ in, 
tioivg so, he knoufingly risks her marriage with another ; which accord' 
ingly takes place, 

MlBAlTDA and MOTJNTFEBBAT. 

2lir. (aside,) Alone, 

And troubled too, I take it. How he starts ! 
AH is not handsome in thy heart, Mountfercat. — 
(aloud,) God speed you, sir. I have been seeking of 
They say you are to fight to-day. [you ; 

Mount/. What then ? 

Jfir, Nay, nothing, but good fortune to your sword, sir ! 
You have a cause requires it ; the island's safety. 
The order's, and your honour's. 

Mount/. And do you make a question 
I will not fight it nobly r 

Mir. You dare fight ; 

You have ; and with as great a confidence as justice, 
I have seen you strike as home, and hit as deadly. 

Mount/ Why are these questions then P 

AJir. I'll tell you quickly. 

You have a lady in your cause, a fiiir one; 
A gentler never trod on ground, a nobler 

Mount/ (aside,) Do you come on so fast ? I have it for 

Mir, The sun ne'er saw a sweeter. [jovu 

Mount/ These I grant you ; 

Nor dare I against beauty heave my hand up ; 

It were uimianly, sir, too much unmanly. 

But when these excellencies turn to ruin, 

To ruin of themselves, and those protect 'em 

Mir. Do you think 'tis so P 

Mount/ Too sure. 

JtRr. And can it be ? 

Can it be thought, Mountferrat, so much sweetsiess. 

So great a magazine of all things precious, 

A mind so heavenly made — Pr'ythee observe me. 
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Maunif. I thought so too. Now, bj my holj orders 
He that had told me (till experienoe found it, 
Too bold a proof) thk lady had been Yicioua — 
I wear no dull sword, sir, nor hate lyirtae. 

Mr. Againcit her brother? to the man has bred her P 
Her blood and honour P 

Mount/. Chastity, cold Duty, 

Like fashions old forgot, she ffings behind her, 
And puts on blood and mischief, death and ruin. 
To raise her new-built hopes^ new hath, to ttmten her: 
Mafoy^ she is as foul as Heaven is beauteous! 

IBr. Thou Uest, thou liest, Mountferrat, thou liest basely; 
Stare not, nor swell not with thy pride ! thou liest ; 
And this {laying his hand an Ma sword) wbaU make it 

Mount/. Out with your heat first ! [good. 

You shall be fought withal. 

Mir, By Heaven, that lady, 

The virtue of that wcHnan, were all the good deeds 
Of all thy families bound in one faggot, 
From Adam to this hour, but with one sparkle 
Would fire that whisp, and turn it to light ashes. 

Mount/. Oh, pitiful young man, struck blind with beauty! 
Shot with a woman's smile ! Poor, poor Miranda ! 
Thou hopeful young man once, but now thou lost man^ 
Thou naked man of all that we call noble. 
How art thou cozen'd ! Didst thou know what I do, 
And how far thy dear honour (mark me, fool !), 
Which like a father I have kept from blasting. 
Thy tender honour, is abused — ^But fight first. 
And then, too late, thou shalt know all. 

Mr., Thou liest still ! [thee : 

Mount/ Stay! now I'll show thee all, and then 111 kill 
I love thee so dear, time shall not disgrace thee. 
Bead that ! [Gives him a letter.. 

Mir. It is her hand, it is most certain. 

Otood angels keep me ! that I should be her agent 
To betray Malta, and bring her to the basha I 
That on my tender love lay all her project ! 
Eyes never see again, melt out for sorrow I 
Did the devil do this P 
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Mount/. No, but his dam did it. 

The yirtuouB ladj that you loye so dearij. 

Gome, will tou i^i again P 
Mir. No ; pr'ythee km me, 

'For Heaven's sake, and for goodness' sake, despatch me ! 

Por the disgrace' sake that I gave thee, kSl me I 
Mount/ Why, are you guilty P 
Mir, I have fiv'd, Mountferrat, 

To see dishonour swallow up all virtue. 

And now would die. By Heaven's eternal brightness, 

I am as dear aa innoo^ice ! 
Mount/. I knew it, 

ijQid tberefinre kept tiiis lettw from all knowle^. 

And thia sword from [all] anger ; you had died else— - 

(ande.') And yet I lie, and basely He. 
Mir» O Virtue, 

Unspotiied Virtue, whither art thou vanish'd t 

What hast thou left us to abuse our frailtieef, 

In shape of goodness P 
Mount/ Gome, take courage, man ! 

I have £bffgiv«Q and f<^otyour rashness. 

And hold you fair as light in all your acfcions ; 

And by mj troth I griev'd your love. Take comfort ! 

There be more women. 
Mir. And more mischief in 'em ! 
Mount/ The justice I shall do, to right tiiese viUamies, 

Shall make you man again : I'll strike it sure, sir. 

Gome, look up bravdy; put this puling passion 

Out of your mind. One knock wnt thee, Muranday 

And for the boy^ the grave Gomera gave thee, 

When she accepted thee her champion. 

And in thy absence, like a valiant gentleman ; 

I yet remember it : '' He is too young, 

Too boyi^y and too tender, to adventure :** 

I'll give him one sound rap for that : I love thee ; 

Thou art a brave young^ spark. 
Mir, Boy did he call me P 

Gomera call me boy f 

^ TAe6oy.2 That is, theap|Ml]ationof boy. 
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Mount/. It pleased his gravity, 

To think bo of you then. They that do service, 

And honest service, such as thou and I do, i 

Are either knaves or boys. 
jif tV. Boy, by Gt>mera ? 

How look'd he when he said it P for Gomera 

Was ever wont to be a virtuous gentleman, 

Humane and sweet. 
Mount/, Yes, when he will, he can be. 

But let it go ; I would not breed dissension ; 

'Tis an unmendly office. And had it been 

To any of a higher strain^ than you, sir. 

The well-known, well-approv'd, and lov'd Miranda, 

I had not thought on't. 'Twas happily his haste tocH 

And zeal to her. 
JTir. A traitor and a bov too P 

Shame take me, if 1 suffer it ! — Puff! £urewell, love ! 
Mount/ You know my business ; I must leave you, sir ; 

My hour grows on apace. 
Mir, I must not leave you ; 

I dare not, nor I will not, till your goodness 

Have granted mo one courtesy. You say you love me P 
Mount/ I do, and dearl;^ ; ask, and let that courtesy 

Nothing concern mine honour— 
Mir. You must do it, 

Or you will never see me more. 
Mount/ What is it P 

It shall be great that puts you off: pray speak it. 
Mir, Fray let me fight to-day, good, dear Mountferrat I 

Let me, and bold Gomera 

Mount/ Ey, Miranda ! 

Do you weigh my worth so little P 
i/tr. On my knees ! 

As ever thou hadst true touch of a sorrow 

Thy friend oonceiv'd, as ever honour lov'd th< 
Mount/ Shall I turn recreant now ? 
Mir. *Tis not thy cause ; 

Thou hast no reputation wounded in it; 

^ nicker Hram.'] A nobler breeding and sentiment. 
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Thine's but a general zeal : 'Death ! I am tainted ; 

The dearest twin to life, my credit, 's murder' d. 

Baffled and boy^d. 
Mountf. (aside,) I am glad you have swallow'd it, — 

(aloud.) I must confess I pity you ; and 'tis a justice, 

A great one too, you should revenge these injuries ; 

I Imow it, and I know you fit and bold to do it, 

And man as much as man may : but, Miranda — 

Why do you kneel P 
Mir. By Heaven, I'll grow to the ground here, 

And with my sword dig up my grave, and fall in't, 

Unless thou grant me — ^Dear Mountferrat ! friend ! 

Is anything in my power P to my life, sir ! 

The honour shall be yours. 
Mountf, I love you dearly ; 

Yet so much I should tender — 
Mir. I'llpreserve all; 

By Heaven, I will, or all the sin fall with me I 

Pray let me. 
Mountf. You have won ; I'll once be coward 

To pleasure you. 
JTiT. I kiss your hands, and thank you. 
Mountf. Be tender of my credit, and fight bravely. 
Mir. Blow not the fire that flames. 
Mountf. I'll send mine armour : 

1^ man shall presently attend you with it 

(lor you must arm immediately ; the hour calls), 

I know 'twill fit you right. Be sure, and secret, 

And last be fortunate ! farewell ! (aside.) You're fitted : 

I am glad the load's oif me. 
Mir. My best Mountferrat ! [Exeunt. 

ScEKE — A Room in the House of Noeakdine, a brave 

Humourist, 

Enter NoBAjrniNB and Doctor. 

Nor. Doctor, I'll see the combat, that's the truth on't ; 

If I had ne'er a leg, I woidd crawl to see it. 
Doctor. You are most unfit, if I might counsel you, 

Your wounds so many, and the 
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Nor. The halter I 

The air^B aa good an air, aa fine an 
Wouldat thou have me live in an oren t 

Doctor. Beside, the noise, sir ; 

Which, to a tender body ■ 

Nor. That's it. Doctor, | 

Mj bodj must be cured. If jou'll heal me quickly, 
Boil a dirum-head in my broths I nerer prosper 
With knuckles o' veal, and birda in sorrd. sops, 
Gaudies and cullisses.^ If thou wilt cure me, 
A pickled herring, and a pottle of aack, Doeto, 
And half a dozen trumpets I 

Doctor. 1 am glad you are grown so merry. 

Enter Astobiub and Castbiot. 

Nor. Welcome, gentlemen! 

Asto. We come to see you, sir ; and ^ad we are 

To see you thus, tnus forward to your healtii, sir* 
Nor. I thank my Doctor here. 
Doctor. Nay, thiank yourself^ sir ; 

For, by my troth, I know not how he's cured I 

He ne'er observes any of our prescriptions. 
Nor. Give me my money again then, good sweet Doctor! 

Wilt thou have twenty shillii^s a day for yezing me i 
Doctor, That shall not serve you, sir. 
Nor. Then forty shall, sir. 

And that will make you speak well. Hark, the drums ! 

\_Drum9 afar off. A low march. 
Cast. They begin to beat to th' field. Oh, noble Dane, 

Kever was such a stake, I hope, of innocence, 

Flay'd for in Malta, and in blood, before. 
Asto, It makes us hang our heads all. 
Nor. A bold villain ! 

If there be treason in it. — ^Accuse poor ladies ! 

And yet they may do mischief too. I'll be with ye 

If she be innocent I shall find it quickly. 

And something then I'll say 

^ato. Gome, lean on us, sir. 

^ CuUiuei.'] Broths of boiled meat stnined through oullanderB. 
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Nor. I thank ye, gentlemen ; and domine Doctor, 

Pray bfing a little sneezing powder in your pocket, 
For fear I swoon when I see blood. 

Doctor, You are pleasant. [Exeunt^ 

ScsiTE — An open Field before the City ; a Scaffold hung with 
Black in the Baek-ground; Stairi leading up to tt. 

Enter Two Marshals. 

1 Marsh. Are the combatants come in P 

2 Marsh. Yes. 

1 Marsh, Make the field clear there ! 

2 Marsh. That^s done too. 

1 Marsh. Then to the prisoner. The Grand-master's coming. 

Lef s see that all be ready there. 

2 Marsh. Too ready. 

How ceremonious onr very ends are ! 

Alas, sweet lady, if she be innocent. 

No doubt but justice will direct her champion. 

[Flourish.. 
Away ! I hear 'em come, 
1 Marsh. Fray Heayen she prosper! 

Enter Yautfta, NoBAifTDnri:, Astobius, Gastbiot, ^c. 

Vol. GKve captain Norandine a chair. 

Nor. I thank your lordship. 

Val. Sit^ sir, and take your ease ; your hurts require it : 
Yoa come to see a woman's cause decided 
(That's all the knowledge now, or name I have for her) '^ 
Ther say a false, a base, and treacherous woman, 
And l»rtly prov'd too. 

Nor. 'Pity it sncmld be so ; 

And, if vonr lordship durst ask my <n>inion, 
Sore I should answer, No (so much I honour her), 
And answer it with my life too. But Gomera 
Is a brave gentleman ; the other valiant. 
And if he be not good, dogs gnaw his flesh off! 
And one above 'em both mil find the truth out; 
He never fiuls, sir. 
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VaL That's the hope rests with me. 

Nor, How nature and his honour struggle in him ! 

A sweet, clear, noble gentleman ! 
Guard (within.) Make room there ! 

Enter Obiaka, Ladies, Executioner, Zaitthia, and Guard. 

VaL Go up, and what you have to say, say there. 

Ori, {goes up to the scaffold.) Thus I ascend ; nearer, I 
hope, to Heaven ! 
Nor do I fear to tread this dark black mansion. 
The iraa^e of my grave ; each foot we move 
Goes to it still, each hour we leave behind us 
Knolls sadly toward it. My noble brother 
(For yet mine innocence dares call you so). 
And you the friends to virtue, that come mther. 
The chorus of this tragic scene, behold me. 
Behold me with your justice, not with pity 
(My cause was ne'er so poor to ask compassion) ; 
Behold me in this spotless white I wear, 
The emblem of my life, of all my actions ; 
So ye shall find my story, though I perish. 
Behold me iu my sex ; I am no soldier ; 
Tender and full of fears our blushing sex is, 
TJnharden'd with relentless thoughts ; unhatcht 
With blood and bloody practice : alas, we tremble 
But when an augry dream afflicts our fancies ; 
Die with a tale well told. Had I been practis'd. 
And known the way of mischief, travell'd in it. 
And given my blood and honour up to reach it, 
Forgot religion, and the line I sprung on. 
Oh, Heaven ! I had been fit then for thy justice, 
And then in black, as dark as hell, I had howl'd here. 
Last, in your own opinions weigh mine innocence : 
Amonffst ye I was planted from an infant 
{'Womd then, if Heaven had been so pleased, I had 

perish'd !), 
Grew up, and goodly, ready to bear fruit, 
The honourable fruit of marriage ; 
And I am blasted in my bud, with treason P 
Boldly and basely of my fair name ravish' d. 
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And hither brought to find mj rest in ruin ? 

But he that knows all, he that rights all wrongs. 

And in his time restores, knows me ! — I have spoken. 
VaL If ye be innocent. Heaven will protect ye, 

And so I leave ye to his sword strikes for ye ; 

Earewell! 
Ort. Oh, that went deep ! Farewell, dear brother. 

And howsoe'er my cause goes, ?.ee my body 

(Upon my knees I ask it) buried chastely ; 

Por yet, by holy truth, it never trespass'd. 
Asto. Justice sit on your cause, and Heaven fight for ye ! 
JVbr. Two of ye, gentlemen, do me but the honour 

To lead me to her ; good my lord, your leave too. 
VaL Tou have it, sir. 
JVbi*. Give me your fSur hands fearless : 

Ab white as this I see your innocence, 

As spotless and as pure ; be not afraid, lady ! 

You are but here brought to your nobler fortune^ 

To add unto your life immortal story : 

Yiitue through hardest things arrives at happiness. 

Shame follow that blunt sword that loses you ; 

And he that strikes against you, I shall study 

A curse or two for him. Once more your fair hands ! 

I ne'er brought ill-luck jet ; be fearless, happy. 
Ori. I thank ye, noble captain. 
JVbr. So I leave ye. 
Vol. Call in the knights severally. 

Enter severalfyy Gk)MEBA, and MntAUDA m the armour of 

MOUKTrSBBAT. 

Ort. But two words to my champion ; 

And then to Heaven and him I give my cause up. 

Vol. Speak quickly, and speak short. 

Ort, I nave not much, sir. — 

Noble Gbmera, from your own free virtue 

You have undertaken here a poor maid's honour, 

And with the hazard of your life ; and happily 

You may suspect the cause, though in your true worth 

You will not show it ; therefore take this testimony 

(And, as I hope for happiness, a true one !), 
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And may it steel your hearty and edge yonr soodmroEd! 

Yon fight for lier, as spoliess of thew niiachie&, 

As Heaven is of aoi smsy or Troth of erron ; 

And so defy that treachoxniB man, and prosper ! 
Nor, Blessing o* thy heart, lady ! 

FaL Give the signal to 'em. [_Law alarms. They fght. 

yor, 'Tis bravely fought, GTomera, follow that blow — 

Well struck a^in, boy ! — ^look upon tihe lady. 

And gather spirit ! brave again ! lie dose. 

Lie close, I say ! he fights aloft and strongly; 

Close for thy Hfe!— A pox o* l^iat fell buffet! 

Betire and gather breath ; ye have day enough, knighti— 

Look lovely on him, lady ! to*t again, now ! 

Stand, stand, Gomera, stand !— one blow for all now ! 

Gather thy strength together ; God blesa tiie woman! 

Why, Where's thy noble heart P Heaven bleea tiie lady I 
All. Oh, oh! 

VaL She is gone, she is gone. 
Nor, Now strike it. [Mzbabda/z^. 

Hold, hold — ^he yields : Hold thy brave sword, he's 
conquer'd — 

He's thine, Gomera. Now be joyful, lady ! 

What could this thief have done, had ms cause been 

He made my heart-strings tremble. [equal! 

VaL Off with his casque there ; 

And, executioner, take you his head next. 
Zanthia, Oh, cursed Fortune ! [Aeide. 

Gom, Stay, 1 beseech you, sir ! and this one honour 

Grant me, — I have deserv'd it, — that this villain 

May live one day, to envy at my justice ; 

That he may pine and die, before the sword fall, 

V^iewing the glory I have won, her goodness. 
Val, He shall ; and you the harvest of your valour 

Shall reap, brave sir, abundantly. 
Gom. I have sav'd her, 

Preserv'd her spotless worth from black destruction 

(Her white name to eternity deliver' d), 

Her youth and sweetness from a timeless rain. 

Now, lord Valetta, if this bloody labour 

May but deserve her favour- 
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Mir* Stay, and liear me frst. 

Val, Off with his casque ! This is Miranda's voioe. 

J^or, 'Tis he indeed, or else mine eyes abuse me : 

What makes he here thus P 
Ori. The young Miranda ? 

Is he mine enemy too P 
Mir. ISTone has deser^^d her, 

If worth must carry it, and service seek her, 

But he that saved her honour. 
^am. That is I, Miranda. 
Mir. 1^0, no ; that's I, Gomera ; be not so forward ! 

Li bargain for my love you cannot cozen me. 
Gotn, I fought it. 
Mir. And 1 gave it, which is nobler. 

Why, every gentleman would have d<me as much 

As you did. Pought it P that's a poor desert, sir ; 

They are bound to that. But then to make that fight 

To do as I did, take aU danger from it, [sure, 

Suffer that coldness that must call me now 

Into disgrace for ever, into pity 

Gom, I undeurtook first, to preserve from hazard. 
J/tr. And I made sure no hazard should come near her* 
Gam, 'Twas I defied Mountferrat. 
Mir. 'Twas I wrought him 

gTou had had a dark day else), 'twas I defied 
is conscience first, 'twas I that shook him there. 
Which is the brave defiance. 
Gom, My life and honour 

At stake I laid. 
Jfir. My care and truth lay by it, 

Lest that stake might be lost. I have deserv'd her. 
And none but I. The lady might have perish'd 
Had fell Moimtferrat struck it, from whose malice. 
With cunning and bold confidence, I catch'd it ; 
And 'twas high time. And such a service, lady, 
Por you and for your innocence — for who knows not " 
The all-devouring sword of fierce Mountferrat P 
I show'd you what I could do, had I been spiteful^ 
Or master of but half the poison he bears [madam, 

(Hell take his heart for 't !) : and beshrew those hands, 
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With all my heart, I wish a mischief on *em ! 
They made you once look sad. Such another fright 
I would not put you in, to own the island. 
Yet, pardon me ; t'was but to show a soldier. 
Which when I had done, I ended jovop poor coward. 
VaL Let some look out for the base knight Mountfenat. 
Zan. (aside). I hope he's far enough, if his man be tmsly. 

This was a stranse misfortune ; I must not loiow it. 
VaL That most deboshed^ knight. Come down, sweet sister, 
My spotless sister now ! Fray thank these gentlemen ; 
They nave deserv'd both truly, nobly of you. 
Both excellently, dearly, both all the honour. 

All the respect and favour 

Ori, Both shall have it ; 

And as my life their memories I'll nourish. 
Fal, Te are both true knights, and both most worthy loven; 
Here stands a lady ripen'd with your service^ 
Young, fair, and (now I dare say) truly honourable; 
'Tis my will she shall marry, and one of you. 
She cannot take more nobly. Your deserts 
Begot this will, and bred it. Both her beauty 
Cannot enjoy ; dare you make me your umpire P 
Com, Mir. With all our souls. 
Fal. He must not then be angry 

That loses her. 
Gom, Oh, that were, sir, unworthy. 
Mir, A little sorrow he may find. 
VaL 'Tis manly. — 

Gomera, you're a brave accomplish'd gentleman ; 
A braver nowhere lives than is Miranda. 
In the white way of virtue, and true valour. 
You have been a pilgrim long ; yet no man farther 
Has trod those thorny steps than young Miranda. 
You are gentle, he is gentleness itself. Experience 
Calls you her brother ; this her hopeful heir. 
^or. The young man now, an't be thy will ! 
FaL Your hand, sir ! 

You undertook first, nobly undertook^ 

^ Debcs/ied,"] An old form of the word dehauehed. 
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Thiii lady's cause ; vou made it good, and fought it ; 

You must be serv'cf first. Take her and enjoy her ! 

I give her to you. Kiss her ! Are you pleas'd now ? 
Cfom. My joy 's so much, I cannot speak. 
VaL (to Mranda), Nay, fairest sir, 

lou must not be diBpleas'd ; you break your promise 
Mir. I never griey'd at good, nor dare I now, sir, 

Though something seem strange to me. 
VaU I have provided 

A better match for you, more full of beauty ; 

rU wed you to our order. There's a mistress 

Whose beauty ne'er decays (Time stands below her) ; 

Whose honoilr, ermin-like, can never suffer 

Spot or black soil ; whose eternal issue 

Fame brings up at her breasts, and leaves them sainted ; 

Her you shall marry. 
Mir. I must humbly thank you. 
Vol. Saint Thomas' Port, a charge of no smidl value, 

I give you too, in present, to keep waking 

Your noble spirits ; and, to breed you pious, 

I'll send you a probation-robe ; wear that, 

Till you shall please to be our brother. — How now P 

Enter Astobiijs. 
A9to» Mountferrat 's fled, sir. 
VaL Let him go a while. 

Till we have done these rites, and seen these coupled. 

His mischief now lies open. Come, all friends now ! 

And so let's march to th' temple. Sound those instru* 

That were the signal to a day of blood ! [ments. 

Evil-beginning hours may end in good. 
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DBUKKENI^ESS B£P£|irT£D. 

SieardOt in detpair^ hewaiit the vice thmttgh tchich he fears he hoe hit his 

mistress, Viola. 

ScKETE — A Street. Enter Bioabdo. 

Sic. Am I not mad ? Can this weak-temper'd head, 
That will be mad with drink, endure the wrong 
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That I have done a virgin, and my love P 
Be mady for so thou ought' st, or I will beat 
The walls and trees down with thee, and will let 
Either thy memory out, or madness in! 
But sure I never lov'd &it Yiola; 
I never lov'd mj father, nor my mother, 
Or anythine but drink ! Had I had love. 
Nay, Li Ilnown [but] so much eliarity 
As would have saVd an infant from the fire, 
I had been naked, raving in the street 
With half a &ee, gashing myself with knives^ 
Two hours ere this time. 

I^nter Pjsdbo, Silvio, and TJbbsxo. 

Pedro. Gt)od-morrow, sir ! 
jRic. Good-morrow, gentlemen ! 

Shall we go drink again P I have my wits. 
Pedro. So have I, but they are unsettled ones : 

'Would I had some porridge ! 
Hie, The tavern-boy was here this morning with me. 

And told me that there was a gentlewoman 

For whom we quarrell'd, and I know not what. 
Pedro, I'faith, nor 1. 
Uberto, I have a glimmering 

Of some such thing. 
Hie. Was it you, Silvio, 

That made me drink so much P 'twas you or Pedro. 
Pedro. I know not who. 
Silvio. We were all apt enough* 
Hie, But I will lay the fault on none but me. 

That I woulcf be so entreated ! — Come, Silvio, 

Shall we go drink again ? Come, gentlemen. 

Why do you stay ? Let's never leave off now, 

Whilst we have wine and throats ! 1*11 practise it, 

Till I have made it my best quality ; 

Por what is best for me to do but that ? 

For God's sake, come and drink ! When I am nam'd| 

Men shall make answer, " Which Eicardo mean youf . 

The excellent drinker P" I will have it so. 

Will you go drinkP 
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Ivio. We drank too much too lately. 

c. Why, there is then the less behind to drink. 
Let's end it idl ! dispatch that, we'll send abroad. 
And purchase all the wine the world can yield, 
And drink it off; then take the fruits o' th' earth, 
XHstil the juice from them, and drink that off; 
We'll eaten the rain before it fiill to ground, 
(And drink off that, that never more may grow ; 
We'll set our moui^ to springs, and dniuL them off; 
And all this while we'll never think of those 
That love us best,^ more than we did last night. 
We will not ^ve unto the poor a drop 
Of all this dnnk : but, when we see tnem weep. 
We'll run to them, and drink their tears off too : 
We'll never leave whilst there is heat or moisture 
In this large globe, but suck it cold and dry. 
Till we have made it elemental earth, 
Merely by drinking. 

•idro. Is it flattery 

To tell you, you are mad P 

ic» If it be false, 

There's no such way to bind me to a man : 
He that will have me lay my goods and lands, 
'M.J life down for him, need no more but say, 
** Eicardo, thou art mad !" and then all these 
Are at his service ; then he pleases me. 
And makes me think that I had virtue in me. 
That I had love and tenderness of heart ; 
That, though I have committed such a fault 
As never creature did, yet running mad. 
As honest men should do for such a crime, 
I have ezpress'd some worth, though it be late : 

^ And dU ihit while w^U never tkink of those 

Thai love tts beet.'] This is most aifecting. So hideed are a hundred 
Msaget in this selection, which equally need no indication to the 
»der ; but the sudden appearance of this heturt-falt evidence of regret, 
I the shape of a pretended resolution, and in the midst of so numy 
aidful ones (all excellent, nevertheless, as expressions of frenzied re« 
Lorse), doubles the effect of the pathos by its unexpectedness. It is like 
tear suddenly starting into wild eyes. 
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But I, alas, have none of these in me. 
But keep mj wits still like a frozen man. 
That had no fire within him. ^ 

Silvio, Nay, good Bicardo, 

Leave tlus wild talk, and send a letter to her ! 
I will deliver it. 

jRic. 'Tis to no purpose ; 

Perhaps she's lost last night ; or, [if] she [is] 
Gtot home again, she 's now so shictlj look'd to*, 
The wind can scarce come to her : or, admit 
She were herself, if she would hear from me, 
"From me unworthy, that have used her thus, 
She were so foolish that she were no more 
To be beloved. 

Entev Akdbtjoio, and Servant with a mghUgoum, 

Sern. Sir, we have found this night-gown she took with her. 

Jndr, "Where? 

Jiic, Where ? where ? speak quickly ! 

Serv, Searching in the suburbs. 

Hie, Murdered I ^Grasps his award, 

Silvio. What ail you, man ? 

Hie. Why, all this doth not make 
Me mad. 

Silvio. It does ; you would not offer this else. 

Good Pedro, look to his sword ! [Pxdbo takes hUnoord.. 

Andr. Sir, I will only 

Entreat you this, — that as jrou were the greatest 

Occasion of her loss, you will be pleased 

To urge your friends, and be yourself earnest in 

The search of her. God keep you, gentlemen ! \Eait^ 

Silvio, Alas, good man ! 

Hie, What think ye now of me ? I think this lump 
Is nothing but a piece of phlegm congeal'd. 
Without a soul ; for where there's so much spirit 
As would but warm a flea, those faults of mine 
Would make it glow and flame in this dull heart. 
And run like molten gold through every sin, 
Till it could burst these walls and fly away 
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Sball I entreat you all to take jotir honeSy 

And search this innocent ? 
Pedro, "With all our hearts. 
Ric, Do not divide yourBelvea. I'll follow too;- 

But never to return till she be found. 

THE DBTiyKEK PEITtTEKT rOEGIYEJT. 

Scene — A Field. 
Enter Yalebio and Eicabdo. 

VaL This is the place ; here did I leave the maid 
Alone last night, drying her tender eyeSi 
Uncertain what to do, and yet desirous 
To have me gone. t! 

Ric. How rude are all we men, 

That take the name of civil to ourselves ! 
If she had set her foot upon an earth 
Where people live that we call barbarous, 
Though they had had no house to bring her to^ 
They would have spoil'd the glory that the sprimc 
Has deck'd the trees in, and with willing hands 
Have torn their branches down ; and every man 
"Would have become a builder for her sake. — 
What time left you her here ? 

VaL I left her when the sun had so much to set, 
As he is now got from his place of rise. 

Ric, So near the night, she could not wander fiur* 
— Pair Viola ! 

VaL It is in vain to call ; she sought a house, 
"Without all question. 

Ric. Peace!— Pair Viola! 

Pair Viola ! — Who would have left her here 
On such a ground ? If vou had meant to lose her. 
You might have found there were no echoes hero 
To take her name, and carry it about, 
"When her true lover came to mourn for her. 
Till all the neighbouring valleys and the hills 
Hesounded Viola ; and such a place 
Tou should have chose ! Ton pity us 
Because the dew a little wets our feet 
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rUnworthy far to seek her, in the wet I) ; 

And what becomes of her t where wander'd she^ 

With two showers raining on her, from her eyes 

Continually, abundantly, from which 

There's neither tree nor house to shelter her t^^ 

Will you go with me to travel f 

Fal. Whither P 

Mic. Over idl the world. 

VaL No, by my faith ; I'll make a shelter journey 
When I do travel. 

£ic. But there is no hope 

To gain my end in any shorter way. 

VaL Why, what's your end P 

Bic. It is to search the earth, ' 

Till we have found two in the shapes of mesi. 
As wicked as ourselves. 

VaL 'Twere not so hard 
To find out those. 

-fi«c. Why, if we find them out, 

It were the better ; for what brave villainy 
Might we four do ! — We would not keep together; 
Por every one has treachery enough 
Por twenty countries. One should trouble Asia ; 
Another should sow strife in Africa ; 
But you should play the knave at home in Europe ; 
And for America, let me alone. 
VaL Sir, I am honester 

Than you know how to be, and can no more 
Be wrong'd, but I shall find myself a right. 

JRic. If you had any spark of honesty, 

You would not think that honester than I 
Were a praise high enough to serve your turn : 
If men were commonly so bad as I, 
Thieves would be put in calendars for saints, 
And bones of murderers would work miracles. 
I am a kind of knave ; of knave so much 
There is betwixt me and the vilest else ;* 
But the next place of all to mine is yours. 

* The vilest else."] That is, a knaTe to the amount of what lies 
"bctv.ecn me and the vilest. 
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Enter Viola, Nak, and Madoi. (Viola had beem skeltered 
in a/arm'house and hadjcmed in its eermeee,') 

VaL That last is she; 'tis she! 
£ic. Let US away; 

We shall inKct her I let her have the wind 

And we will kneel down here 
Ttola. WendieSy awa J, 

Par here are men. 
Vol. Esir Budd, I pray you stay. [Takee koldefYiOLk. 
Viola. Alas! again? 
Ric. Why do yon lay hold on her P 

I pray heartily, let her go. 
VaL With all my heart ; I do not mean to hnrt her. 
Rie. But stand away tiien! fiir the purest bodies 

Will sooner take in&^ion ; stsmdaway! 

But for infecting her myself^ byHeafen, 

I would eon» there, and beat thee former off. 
Viola. I know that voice and fieu^ 
VaL You are finely mad I 

G-od b' w' ye, sir ! Nowyou are here together, 

ril leave you so. Grod send you good luck, bothl 

When you are soberer, you'll give me thanks. [Exit. 
Madge. Wilt thou go milk P come. 
Nan. Why dost not eomeP 
Madge. She nods, she's toA&e^ 

Nan. What, wert up so early P [Ricasdo kneele. 

Madge. I think yon man's mad to kned there. 

Kay, come, come away. 

'Uds body, Nan, help ! she looks bku^ i' th' face ; 

She's in a 6w<»md. \YiOhA, faints. 

Nan. An' you be a man, come hith^. 

And help a woman ! 
Etc. Come thither ? Ton are a fboL 
Nan. And you a knaye and a beast, that you are. 
Eic. Come hither ? 'twas my being now so near 

That made her swoon ; and you are wicked people^ 

Or you would do so too : my yenom eyes 

Strike innocency dead at such a distance ; 

Here I will kneel, for this is out of distance. 
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ifait. Thou art a prating ass ! tbere^s no goodness in thee, 
I warrant. — How dost thou ? . [Viola, recoven. 

Viola. Why, well. 

Madge, Art thou able to go P 

Viola. No ; pray go vou and milk. If I be able 
To come, I'll follow you ; if not, I'll sit here 
Till you come back. 

JVan. I am loth to leave thee here with yon wild fooL 

Viola. . I know him well ; I warrant thee ne will not hnrt me. 

Madge, Come then. Nan. .[£i»mmi t/biiB, 

Ric. How do you P Be not fearful, for I hold 

My hands before my mouth, and speak, and so 
My breath can never blast you. 

Viola, 'Twas enough 

To use me ill, though you had never sought me 
To mock me too. Why kneel you so fur off P 
Were not that gesture better used in prayer P 
Had I dealt so with you, I should not sleep. 
Till Gt)d and you had both forgiven me. 

Eic* I do not mock ; nor lives there such a villain 
That can do anything contemptible 
To you : but I do kneel, because it is 
An action very fit and reverent, 
In presence of so pure a creature ; 
And so far off, as fearful to ofiend 
One too much wronged already. 

Viola. You confess you did the fault, yet scorn to comd 
So far as hither, to ask pardon for't ; 
Which I could willingly afford to come 
To you to grant. May the next maid you try 
Love you no worse, nor be no worse than I ! 

Eic. Do not leave me yet, for all my fault ! v * 

Search out the next things to impossible, 
And put me on them ; when they are effected^ 
I may with better modesty receive 
Forgiveness from you. 
Viola. 1 will set no penance, 

And all his secrets, at the first acquaintance ; 
Never so crafty to be eaten i* th* shell, 
But is out-stripp'd of all he has at first, 
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Tt) gain the great forgiveness you desire, 
But to come hither, and take me and it ; 
Or else, I'll come and beg, so you will grant 
That you will be content to be forgiven ! 

jRic. (rises.) Nay, I will come, since you will have it so. 
And, since jou please to pardon me, I hope 
Pree from infection. Here I am by you, 
A careless man, a breaker of my faith, 
A loathsome drunkard ; and in that wild fury, 

A hunter after ! I do beseech you 

To pardon all these faults, and take me up 
An tionest, sober, and a faithful man ! 

Ftoia. 'Far Ood's sake urge your faults no more, but mend I 
All the forgiveness I can make you, is. 
To love you ; which I will do, and desire 
Nothing but love again ; which if I have not. 
Yet I mil love you still. 

Jlie. Oh, women ! that some one of you will take 
An everlasting pen into your hands. 
And grave in paper (wWch the Tvrit shall make 
More lasting than the marble monuments) 
Your matchless virtues to posterities ; 
Which the defective race of envious man 

« Sixives to conceal ! 



WIT AT SEVEEAL WEAPONS, 
A " POACHED 8CH0LAB.'* 

Witty • I tell you, cousin. 

You canuot be too cautelous, nice, or dainty. 

In your society here, especially 

When you come raw from the university, 

Before the world has harden'd you a little ; 

For as a butter'd loaf is a scholar's breakfast there^ 

So a poach'd scholar is a cheater's dinner here : 

I ha' known seven of 'em supp'd up at a meal. 

Credulous. Why a poach'd scholar r 

Witty* 'Cause he pours himself forth, 
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And ffoes down^lib ; he's swallow'd with sharp irii> 
Stead of wine Yinegar. 
Cred, I shall think, cousin, 

0' your poaeh'd scholar^ while I Htb. 
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IiOKDOlflBB A2n> THSIB ITATOITBITE PLATS XSJi UBCOHSS ,^ 

BAirrBBBD. 

IW^ Speaker of the Prologiw. J%e Gitisen, kit WA^ mmd Baxfb» 
nUing below the itaae among the Bpeotaton. Several Gentlcmeii ji^ 
ting tq)on the Staged 

Prologue. From all thafs near the eourt^ Jrom aUtkaff 
Within the ean^aee of the eity^walle^ \jfnat 

We now have brought our eeen ^ 

Citizen letqfs tipon the Stage* 

at. Hold your peace, goodman boy ! 

I^roL What do you mean, sir ? 

at. That you nave no good meaning. This seven yea» 
there hath been plays in this house, I have observed it, 
you have still girds at citizens ; and now you caU your 
play, " The London Merchant,^^^ Down with your title^ 
boy ; down with your title I 

JProL Are you a member of the noble city P 

at. lam. 

JProL And a freeman ? 

at. Tea, and a grocer. 

Frol, So, grocer ; then, by your sweet favour, we intend no 
abuse to the city. 

at, No, sir ? yes, sir. If you were not resolved to play the 
Jacks,* what need you study for new subjects, purposely 
to abuse your betters ? Why could not you be con- 

^ Sitting upon the etage."] A custom in those days. 
'^ We now have brought our scene. 2 A comiuenceinaAt common with 
old plays. 

^ The London Merchant."] A play by Ford, not eztant. 

* Jacks."] ^.Ti old "word for blackgur.rds. 
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tentedxM well as others, with the legendof Whittingtoriy^ 
or theXf^ and Death of Sir Thomas Chesham^ with the 
BuUdimg of the Royal Exchange ? or the story of Queen 
Eleanor^ with the Rearing of London Bridge upon 
WooUeaeks ? 

Prol. You seem to be an nnderstandiiig man ; what would 
YOU haye us do, sir? 

Cii. Why, present something notably in honour of the 
oommcMiB <^ the city. 

ProL "Why, what do you say to the Life and Death of Fat 
Drake? 

Ca. I do not like that ; but I will have a citizen, and he 
shall be of my own trade. 

Prol, Oh, you should have told us your mind a month since ;. 
our play is ready to begin now. 

at, 'Tis all one for that ; Imt I will haye a grocer, and he 
shall do admirable things. 

Prol. What will you haye hun do? 

CU. Marry, I will have him 

Wife (below). Husband, husband! 

Roiph {below). Peace, mistress! 

Wife. BLold thy peace, Ealph ; I know what I do, I warrant 
thee. Husband, husband ! 

Cii. What say'st thou P 

Wife. Let him kill a lion with a Pestle, husband! let him 
kill a lion with a Pestle ! 

at. So he shall. Pll haye him kill a lion with a Pestle.- 

Wife. Husband ! shall I come up, husbaad P 

at. Kalph, help your mistress this way. — Pray, gentlemen,. 
make her a little room. I pray you, sir, lend me your 
hand to help up my wife. 1 thank you, sir ; so ! 

[Wife comes wponjthe stage. 

Wife. By your leaye, gentlemen all ! I'm something trouble- 
some ! I'm a strwiger here ; I was ne'er at one of these 

Legend cf Wkitiingion^ The productions here mentioned are child- 
ish stories and dramas, the popularity of which our poets take this 
opportomty of laughing at. 

' A lion with a Pestle.'] There was a famous story of a London ^Pren- 
tiee who tore out the hearts of two lions, and chucked them in a 
Sultan's &oe. 
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playS} as thej say, before; but I should have seen 
Jane Shore once ; and mj husband hath promised me 
any time this twelvemonth to cany me to the Bold 
Beauchampe^ but in truth he did not. I pray you bear 
with me. 

Cit, Boy, let my wife and I have a couple of stools, and Aea 
begin ; ana let the grocer do rare things. 

[StooU are brought^ and they eit damu 

ProL But, sir, we have never a boy to play him : every one 
hath a pturt already. 

Wife, Husband, husband, for G-od's sake let Aalph plsjr 
him. Beshrew me, if I don't think he will go beyond 
them all. 

CiL Well remember'd, wife. — Come up, Ealph ! 1*11 teD 
you, gentlemen; let them but lend him a fniit of 
reparrel, and necessaries, and by gad, i f 

[BiIlph comes on the stage. 

Wife, I pray you, youth, let him have a suit of repand! 
I'll be sworn, gentlemen, my husband tells you true. 
He will act you sometimes at our house, that all the 
neighbours cry out on him ; he will fetch you up a 
couraging part so in the garret, that we are all as 
feared, I warrant you, that we quake again, "We'll 
fear our children with him. If they be never so unraij, 
do but cry, '* Balph comes, Ealph comes," to them, and 
they'll be as quiet as lambs. — Hold up thy head, Balph ; 
»how the gentleman what thou canst do ; speak a huffing 
part; I warrant you the gentlemen will accept of it. 

Cit, Do, Ealph, do. 

Halph, By Heaven^ methinks, it were an easy leap 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-faced moon. 
Or dive into the bottom of the sea, 
Where never fathom-line touched any ground. 
And pluck up drowned honour from the lake ofheUy 

Cit, How say you, gentlemen, is it not as I told you ? 

Wife, Nay, gentlemen, he hath played before, my husband 
says, Musidorus, before the wardens of our company. 

' By Heavejiy methinhSy it were an easy leap, ^c."] The famous passy 
(with a variation in the last line) spouted by Hotspur. 
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Cit, Ay, and he should hare played Jeronimo with a shoe- 
maker for a wager. 

ProL He shall haye a suit of apparel, if he will go in. 

at. In, Balph ; in, Balph ! and set out the grocery in their 
kind, if thou loyest me. 

Wife, I warrant our Ealph will look finely when he's dress'd. 

Pnd, But what will you naye it call'd ? 

Cit. " I%e Grocer's Honour." [better, 

Proi, Methinks " TTie Knight of the Burning Pestle " were 

Wife. I'll be sworn, husband, that's as good a name as 
can be. 

Cit. Let it be so ; begin, begin : my wife and I will sit down. 

Prol. I pray you do. 

Cit. What stately music haye you ? you haye shawms ?' 

Prol, Shawms ? No. 

Cit, No ? I'm a thief if my mind did not give me so. Ealph 
plays a stately part, and he must needs haye shawms. 
I'll be at the charge of them myself, rather than we'll 
be without them. 

Prol* So you are like to be. 

CU. Why, and so I will be. There's two shillings ; let'& 
have the waits of Southwark ! they are as rare fellows 
as any are in England ; and that will fetch them all o'er 
the water, with a yengeance, as if they were mad« 

Prol, Tou shall haye them. Will you sit down then ? 

Cii, Ay. — Come, wife. 

Wife. Sit you merry all, gentlemen. I'm bold to sit 
amongst you for my ease. 

Prol. From aU that's near the court, from all thaCs great 
Within the compass of the city-walls. 
We now have brought our scene. Fly far from hence 
All private taxes^ [alt\ immodest phrases. 
Whatever may but show like vicious I 

\ For wicked mirth never true pleasure brings, 
But honest minds are pleased with honest things. 

^ iSBUwM#.] The shawm or snahn ^rench Chalumellet Latin Calamus 
waa a pipe vetembling a hautboy, with a protaberance in the middle. 
— ^Dtcs. 

^ A/l private taxetJ] Attacks on private lives. 
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Thus much for what we do ; hat, for Balph's part^ yoa 
must answer for yourself.^ 



BOOKS OP KNIGHT-BBBABTTBY BAlirCBSEJ). 

ScBBB — ^ Grocer*8 SJ^op, 

Enter Baxph, like a Grocer^ with Two Apprentices, reading 

Palmerin of England? 

[Wife. Ohy husbandy husdand^ noWy now! there^e Balpht 

there^e Ralph, 
Cit. Peace^fool! let Ralph alone, — Hark yotf, Ralph; d$ 

not strain yourself too much at the first . Peace] Begin, 

Ralph,"] 

Balph {readi). Then Palmerin and Trinmis, inatohmg their hoem 
from their dwarft, and chwping their hebneta, gallop'd amain after the 
giant ; and Palmerin hayinff gotten a sight of hmi, oame porting amain, 
sajing, ' Stay, traitorous thi^! for thou majrt not so oanr awaj lur 
tluit is worth the greatest lord in the world;' and, with tJheae wwdi, 
gave him a hlow on the shoulder, that he strock him bendea Uf 
elephant. And Trineus coming to the knight that had Agrioola behind 
liim, set him soon besides his horse, with his neck broken in the &I1 ; so 
that the prinoess getting out of the throng, between joy and grie^ said, 
' All happy knight, the mirror of all such as follow arms, now may I be 
Veil assured of the love thou bearest me.' 

I wonder why the kine^s do not raise an army of fourteen 
or fifteen hundred thousand men, as hig as the army 

Jmwer/or yourte^,"] We are to suppose that the part taken by 
Ralph in these performances is extemporised, — a proceeding not without 
example in those times. 

' Palmerin of England,'] A mistake for Palmerin d*Olioa,'-^WVBXR, 
Both the romances so named were translated by Anthony Monday, 
dis version of the first was reprinted, with corrections, by Mr. Soutbej, 
to whom the public have been abo indebted for an excellent revaion of 
another beautiful romance, Jmadii de OauL For Palmerin of 'igwg**"*^ 
is a beautiful romance too, though of a less order. It possesses noble sen- 
timent, affecting incident, delicate sketches of landscape, and has a ttaij 
heraldic eye for colour and costume. Everything which a poet baateri 
or parodies is not to be supposed an object of his contempt. His parodjf 
is often a compliment, and his banter intended for such readers as & 
not read wisely. 
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that tiie prince of Fortigo brought against BoBicler,^ 
and destroy these giants ; thej do much hurt to wan- 
dering damsels, that go in quest of their knights. 

[Wife. ^Faithj husband, and Ralph says tine ; for they 
say the J^ng of Portugal cannot sit at his meat, hut the 
giants and the ettinr will come and snatch it from 
Am. 

Cit. Hold thy tongue, — On, Ealph /] 

Jtalph, And certainly those knights are much to be com- 
mended, who, neglecting theur possessions, wander with 
h squire and a dwarf through the deserts, to relieve poor 
ladies. 

[Wife. Ay, by my faith are they, Ralph ; let *em say what 
they will, they are indeed. Our knights neglect their 
possessions well enough, but they do not the rest,"] 

JRa^. What brave spirit could be content to sit in his 
shop, with a flappet of wood,s and a blue apron before 
him, selling mitnridatum,^ that might pursue feats of 
amiSy and, through his noble achievements, procure 
such a famous history to be written of Ins heroic 
pFoweisP 

[Ci t, Well said, Jtidph ; some more of those words, Ralph ! ' 

Wife. They go finely, by my trothJ] 

Ralph. Why should not I then pursue this course, both for 
the credit of myself and our company P for amongst all 
the worthy books of achievements, I do not call to mind 
that I yet read of a Grocer-Errant ; I wiU be the said 
Knight. — ^Have you heard of any that hath wandered 
unfurnished of his squire and dwan P My elder 'prentice 
Tim shall be my trusty squire, and little George my 

^ Bnmgit agmmd Basi€ieer.'\ In aaother Spanish romance. 

' JS^gimdand lAe etiins.'] Sii^posed to be cannibals; from the 
Anglo-Saxon etan, to eat. Query, Heathens ? 

> Afimet qftoood.'i To driye away flies? Butchers use a leather 
ft» for ULt purpose, with a wooden handle. 

* MUhHMmnu] ^'Ihis composition originally consisted of but few 
ingredients ; viz. twenty leaves of rue, two walnuts, two figs, and a little 
sfl&. Of this we are informed, that Mithridates took a dose every 
mominff, to guard himself against the effects of poison. It was after- 
wards uterec^ and the number of ingredients increased to six^-one. 
A prepaxation of this Idud is still made at Apothecaries* Hall, though 
•eldom used.**— Hoofbb's Mescal Dictionary. 
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dwarf. Hence, my blue apron ! Yet, in remembnuioe 
of my former trade, upon my shield shall be pourtrayed 
a Burning Pestle, and I will be called the knight of 
the Burning Pestle. 
[Wife. iVay, I dare swear thou wilt not forget thy M 

trade ; .thou wert ever meek."] 
Ralph. Tim ! 
Tim. Anon. 

Ralph. My beloyed squire, and George my dwarf, I chaqp 
you that from henceforth you never call me l^anf 
other name but the Right courteous and valiant Kmgit 
of the Burning Pestle; and that you never call vaj 
remale by the name of woman or wench, bat fair ladjff 
if she have her desires ; if not, distressed damsel; thiit 
you call all forests and heaths, deserts^ and all honei^ 
palfries! 
[Wife. This is very fine ! — ' Faith^ do the gentlemen Uks 

Ralphs think you^ husband? 
Cit. Ay^ I warrant thee; the pickers would give all the 

shoes in their shop for him."] 
Ralph. Mj beloved squire Tim, stand out. Admit this were 
a desert, and over it a knight-errant pricking,* and I 
should bid you enquire of his intents, what would yoa 
say? 
Tim. * Sir, my master sent me to know whither you are 

riding?' 
Ralph, No ! thus ; ' Fair sir ! the Right courteous and 
valiant Knight of the Burning Pestle commanded me to 
enquire upon what adventure you are bound, whether 
to relieve some distressed damsels, or otherwise.' 
[Cit. Blockhead/ cannot remember? 

Wife, r faith, and Ralph told him on/Ct before ; aU the 
gentlemen heard him ; did he not, gentlemen ? did not 
Ralph tell him on*t ^] 
George. Right courteous and valiant Knight of the Bumm§ 
Pestle, here is a distressed damsel, to have a halfpenny* 
worth of pepper. 

* Pricking,'] Spurring. 

"A gentle knight was pricking on the plaine." — Spenser* 
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[Wife. 2%a^'« a good hoy ! see, the little hoy can hit it : 

hy my troth, ifs a fine child,'] 
Ralph. Eelieve her with all courteous language. 

iN'ow shut up shop ; no more my 'prentice, but 

My trusty squire and dwarf. I must bespeak 

My shield, and arming Pestle. 
[Cit. Go thy ways, Raljph ! As I am a true man, thou art 

the hest on ^em all. 
Wife. Ralph, Ralph / 
[Ralph. What say you, mistress ? 
Wife. 1 pr^ythee come again quickly, sweet Ralph. 
Balph. Bye-and'bye.'] 

ScEKE — A Room in the Bell Inn. 

Enter Mbs. Mebbtthought, Ealph, Michael, Tim, 
Geoege, Host, and a Tapster. 

Tapster. Master, the reckoning is not paid. 

Ralph. Eight courteous Knight, who, for the order's sake, 
Which thou hast ta'en, hang'st out the holy Bell, 
As I this flaming Pestle bear about. 
We render thanks to your puissant self, 
Your beauteous lady, and your gentle squires. 
For thus refreshing of our wearied limbs, 
Stiffen'd with hard atchievements in wild desart. 

Tap. Sir, there is twelve shillings to pay. 

Ralph. Thou merry squire Tapstero, thanks to thee 
For comforting our souls with double jug ! 
And if adventurous Fortune prick thee forth, 
Thou jovial squire, to follow leats of arms, 
- Take heed thou tender every lady's cause, 
Every true knight, and every damsel fair ! 
But spill the blood of treacherous Saracens, 
And false enchanters, that with magic spells 
Have done to death full many a noble knight. 

Host. Thou valiant Knight of the Burning Pestle, gi\ c ear 
to me; there is twelve shillings to pay, and, as I .wa ii 
true Knight, I 'will not bate a penny. 

[Wife. George, I pray thee tell me i must Ralph pay twelve 
shillings now ? 
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Cit. No^ Nelly no; nothing hut the old Kniffht it merrji 

with Ralph, 
'Wife. Oh, is^t nothing ehe ? Ralph will be as merry as keA 

Ralph. Sir Knight, this mirth of yours becomes vou well ; 
But, to requite this liberal courtesy, 
If any of your squires wQl follow arms, 
He sliall receive from my heroic band 
A knighthood, by the virtue of this Pestle. 

Host, Fair Knight, I thank you for your noble offer ; thew- 
fore, gentle Knight, twelve shillings you must pay, or I 
must cap* you. 

[Wife. Look, George ! did not I tell thee as much f Ike 
Knight of the Bell is in earnest, Ralph shall not he 
beholding to him. Give him his money ^ George, and let 
him go snick up? 

Cit. Cap liidph? No; hold your hand. Sir Knight of the 
Bell ! Thef*e*s your money ; have you anything to tsji 
to Ralph now ? Cap Ralph ? 

Wife. I would you should know it, Ralph has JHends titt 
will not suffer him to he captfor ten times so much, and 
ten times to the end of that. Now take thy course,jRalph!] 

Mrs. Mer, Come, Michael ; thou and I will go home to thy 
father ; lie hath enough left to keep us a day or two, 
and we'll set fellows abroad to cry our purse and our 
casket : shall we, Michael ? 

Mich, Ay, I pray, mother ; in truth my feet are full of chil- 
blains with travelling. 

[Wife. ^Faith, and those chilblains are a foul trouble. 
Mistress Merrythought, when your youth comes home, let 
him rub all the soles of his feet, and his heels, and his 
ankles, with a mouse^skin ; or, if none of your people can 
catch a mouse, when he goes to bed, let him roll his feet 
in the warm embers, and I warrant you he shall be well^ 

JJrs. Mer. Master Knight of the Burning Pestle, my son 

* Cap you.'] Arrest you ; a cant abbroyiation of a law term : I mutt 
et'iTe you with a capias. 

- Suic/c np."] ** A sueck or snick of a door (says Bidiardson in Wi 
D'Otionary) is the catch or latcli ; that which snatches or catches hold. 
'\\> sneck up or snick up is suppoeed to be equivalent to * Go haDgyoor- 
Bi'lf :' (q. d.) snick up, catch up, latcli up, the noose or cord.** 
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Michael and I bid you farewell. I thank your worship 
heartilj for your kindness. 

Ralph. Farewell, fair lady, and your tender squire ! 
If, pricking through these desarts, I do hear 
Of any traitorous knight who through his. guile 
Hath lit upon your casket and your purse, 
I will despoil him of them, and restore them. 

Mrs, Mer, I thank your worship. [Exit with Michael. 

Ralph, Dwarf, bear my shield ; squire, elevate my lance ; 
And now farewell, you Knight of holy Bell ! 

[pit. Ay, ay, Ralph, all is paid."] 

Ralph, But yet, before I go, speak, worthy knight, 
If aught you do of sad adventures know, 
"Where errant-knight may through his prowess win 
Eternal &me, and free some gentle souls 
Prom endless bonds of steel and lingering pain. 

Host, Sirrah, go to ^ick the barber, and bid him prepare 
himself, as I told you before, quickly. 

Tap, I am gone, sir. [Exnt. 

Hast. Sir Knight, this wilderness affordeth none 

But the great venture, where full many a knight 
Hath tried his prowess, and come off with shame, 
And where I would not have you lose your life, 
Against no man, but furious tiend of hell. 

Ralph, Speak on. Sir Knight ; tell what he is, and where : 
For here I vow upon my blazing badge, 
Never to blaze a day in quietness, 
But bread and water will I only eat. 
And the green herb and rock shall be my couch, 
Till I have quell' d that man, or beast, or fiend, 
That works such damage to all errant-kniglits. 

Host, Not far from hence, near to a craggy cliff, 
At the north end of this distressed town, 
There doth stand a lowly housei 

' A lowly house."] It has been proposed for this imperfect line to read — 

" A mansion tliere doth stand, a lonely house ;" 

and probably this was nearer to the line as the poet wrote it ; but t]icro 
would be no end of the endeavour to supply the imperfections of old 
misprinted books. The lowly house, too, is a barber's shop, which is 
not likely to have been a loiiely one. 
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"Ruggedly builded, and in it a cave 
In which an ugly giant now doth won, 
Ycleped Barbaroso ; in his hand 
He shakes a naked lance of purest steel, 
"With sleeves tum'd up ; ana, him before, he wears 
A motley garment, to preserve his clothes 
Prom blood of those knights which he massacres, 
And ladies gent : without his door doth hang 
A copper bason, on a prickant spear, 
At wmch no sooner gentle knights can knock 
But the shrill sound fierce Barbaroso hears. 
And rushing forth, brings in the errant-knight, 
And sets him down in an enchanted chair : 
Then with an engine, which he hath prepar'd, 
"With forty teeth, he claws his courtly crown. 
Next makes him wink, and underneath his chin 
He plants a brazen piece of mighty bord,* 
And knocks his bullets round about his cheeks ; 
Whilst with his fingers, and an instrument 
With which he snaps his hair off", he doth fill 
The wretch's ears with a most hideous noise. 
Thus every knight-adventurer he doth trim, 
And now no creature dares encounter him. 

Ralph* In G-od's name, I will fight with him. Kind sir, 
Go but before me to this dismal cave 
Where this huge giant Barbaroso dwells. 
And, bv that virtue that brave Rosicler 
That damned brood of ugly giants slew, 
And Palmerin Frannarco overthrew, 
I doubt not but to curb this traitor foul. 
And to the devil send his guilty soul. 

Host. Brave-sprighted Knight, thus far I will perform 
This your request ; I'll bring you within sight 
Of this most loathsome place, inhabited 
By a more loathsome man ; but dare not stay, 
Eor his main force swoops all he sees away. 

^ Mighty hord.'] Borc^ depth. Or perhaps he means mighty breadtl 
A*' board " is a broad or breadth. The barber's bason, by a violent imag* 
is described as if it were a piece of ordnance. What is meant by likenis, 
the shaving brush to bullets, I cannot say. 
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Ralph. Saint George ! Set on, before ; march, squire and 
page ! [Exeunt. 

[Wife. George, dost think Ralph will confound the giant ? 
Cit. J hold my cap to a farthing he does. Why, Nell, I 

saw him wrestle with the great Dutchman, and hurl himJ\ 

[After some previous great deeds atchieved by this Elower 
of Grocery, the Wife exclaims — 

Ay marry, Ralph, this has some savour ivLt ; I would see 
the proudest of them all offer to carry his books^ after 
him. But, George, I will not have him go away so soon ; 
I shall be sick if he go away, that I shall ; call Ralph 
again, George; call Ralph again, I pr'y thee, sweetheart; 
let him come fight before me, and lefs hcH some drums, 
and some trumpets, and let him kill all that comes near 
him, an* thou lov*st me, George ! 

Cit. Peace a little, bird ! he shall kill them all, an^ they 
were twenty more on ^em than there are. 

Again, on another occasiou, the Wife says — 

George, let Ralph travel over great hills, and let him be very 
weary, and come to the king of Cracovic^s house, covered 
with \_black^ velvet, and there let the king*s daughter stand 
in her window all in beaten gold, combing her golden locks 
with a comb of ivory ; and let her spy Ralph, and fall in 
lave with him, and come down to him, and carry him into 
her father* s house, and then let Ralph talk with her ! 

Cit. Well said, Nell; it shall be so. Boy, leVs ha* it 
done quickly. 

Boy. Sir, if you will imagine all this to be done already, 
you shall hear them talk together ; but we cannot present a 
house covered with black velvet, and a lady in beaten gold. 

Cit. Sir Boy, let^s ha^ it as you can then. 

Boy. Besides, it will show ill-favouredly to have a grocer's 
^prentice to court a king^s daughter. 

Cit. Will it so, sir ? Tou are well read in histories ! I pray 
you, what was Sir Dagonet ? Was not he ^prentice to a 
grocer in London ? Read the play of the Eour 'Prentices 
of London, where they toss their pikes so.'] 

* Carry his hooks.'] Query,' loo/ts .^ — sustain the like haughty deport* 
ment ? I do not know what is meant by tlie phrase, " carry his books." 
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AKIMAL BPIBITS, MOTHEBLT PABTIALITT, AKB A CHI£D*U 

HYPOOBIST. 

Scene — A Room in MEBBXTHOuaHT's Souse. 

Enter Jaspeb and Mrs. Mbbbtthoitght. 

Mrs. Mer, Give thee mj blessing ? No, I'll ne'er give thee 
my blessing ; Til see thee hang'd first. It shall ne'er 
be said I gave thee my blessing. Thou art thy father^s 
own son, of the right blood of the Merrythoughts. I 
may curse the time that e'er I knew thy father. He 
hath spent all his own, and mine too, and when I tell 
him of it, he laughs and dances, and sings, and cries, 
" A merry heart lives long-a." And thou art a waste- 
thrift, and art run away from thy master that loved thee, 
well, and art come to me ; and I have laid up a little 
for my younger son Michael, and thou thmk'st to 
'bezzle that ; but thou shalt never be able to do it. 

Enter Michael. 

Come hither, Michael ; come, IMichael ; down on thy 

knees. Thou shalt have my blessing. 
Mieh. (kneels.) I pray you, mother, pray to Gtod to bless 

me! 
Mrs, Mer. God bless thee ! but Jasper shall never have my 

blessing ; he shall be hanged first, shall he not, Michael f 

how say'st thou ? 
Mich, Yes, forsooth, mother, and grace of God. 
Mrs, Mer, That's a good boy ! 
[Wife, r faith, it*s a fine spoken child J"] 
Jasp, Mother, though you forget a parent's love, 

I must preserve the duty of a child. 

I ran not from my master, nor return 

To have your stock maintain my idleness. 
[Wife. Unffracious child, I warrant him! hark, how he 

chops logic with his mother. Thou hadsi besi tell her she 

lies ; do tell her she lies, 
Cit. If he were my son, I would hang him up by the heels, 

andfiea him, and salt him.^ 
Jasp, My coming only is to beg your love, 

Which I must ever, though I never gain it ; 
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And, howBoerer you esteem of me, 
There is no drop of blood hid in these veins, 
But I remember well belongs to you, 
That brought me forth, and would be glad for you 
To rip them all again, and let it out. 
Mrs. Met. I'faith, I had sorrow enough for thee (C4od 
knows) ; but I'll hamper thee well enough. — Gtet thee 
in, thou ragabond, get thee in, and learn of thy brother 
Michael. 

JAr. (dnging icitkin), Nose, nose, jolly red nose, 

And who gaye thee this jolly red nose ? 

Mrs. Mer. Hark, my husband ! he's singing and hoiting, 
and Pm tain to cark and care, and all little enough. — 
Husband ! Charles ! Charles Merrythought ! 

JEnCer Old Mbbetthought. 

Mer, (sinking). Nutmegs and ginger, cinnamon and cloves ; 
And they gave me this jolly red nose. 

Mrs, Mer. If you would consider your state, you would 
have little lust to sing, I wis. 

Mer. It should never be considered, while it were an estate, 
if I thought it would spoil my singing. 

Mrs. Mer. But how wilt thou do, Charles ? thou art an old 
man, and thou canst not work, and thou hast not forty 
shillings left, and thou eatest good meat, and drinkest 
good £ink, and laughest. 

Mer. And will do. 

Mrs, Mer. But how wilt thou come by it, Charles ? 

Mer. How P Why, how have I done hitherto these forty 
years? I never came into my dining-room, but, at 
eleven and six o'clock, I found excellent meat and drink 
o' th' table ; my clothes were never worn out, but next 
morning a tailor brought me a new suit ; and without 
question it will be so ever ! Use makes perlectness ; if 
f^l flbotild fail, it is but a little straining myself extra- 
ordinary, and laugh myself to death. 

^ JoUtf red nose.'] Part of a clever old drinking song, still knoini 
among singers as a &vourite glee. 
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[Wife. Ifs a foolish old man this ; is not he, George ? Give 
me a penny € (h* purse while I live. 

Cit. Ay, by *r lady, hold thee there /] 

Mrs. Mer. Well, Charles ; you promised to provide for 
Jasper, and I have laid up for Michael : I pray you pat ' 
Jasper his portion ; he's coiue home, and he shall not 
consume^ Michael's stock ; he says his master turned 
him away, but I promise you truly I think he ran 
away. 

[Wife. iVb, indeed^ mistress Merrythought, though he be a 
notable gallows, yet Fll assure you his master did turn 
him away, even in this place ; ^twas^V faith, within this 
half 'hour y about his daughter ; my husba^id was by, 

Cit. Hang him, rogue! he served him well enough. Love 
his master^ s daughter ? 

Wife. Ay, George ; but yet truth is truth."] 

Mer. Where is Jasper ? he's welcome, however. Call hiia 
in ; he shall have his portion. Is he merry ? 

Mrs, Mer. Av, foul chive him,i he is too merry. Jasper! 
IViichael I 

Enter Jasper and Michael. 

Mer. Welcome, Jasper! though thou runn'st away, 
welcome ! G-od bless thee ! 'Tis thy mother s mind 
thou shouldst receive thy portion. Thou hast been 
abroad, and I hope hast learn'd experience enough to 
govern it ; thou art of suificient years ; hold thy hand. 
One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine ; there 
is ten shillings for thee ; thrust thyself into the world 
with that, and take some settled course. If Fortune 
cross thee, thou hast a retiring place ; come home to 
me ; I have twenty shillings left. Be a good husband ; 
that is, wear ordinary clothes, eat the best raeat, and 
drink the best drink ; be merry, and give to the poor, 
and, beHeve me, thou hast no end of thy goods. 

^ Foul chive him.'] Bad luck master him, or get us rid of him. Fr. 
chevir. To this French word, at least, the phrase has been traced. But 
I know not whether Weber's conjecture of its, being a provincialism for 
shall have him is not as well founded. 
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Jasper . Long may you live free from all thought of ill, 

And long have cause to be thus merry still ! 

But, father 

Mer. No more words, Jasper ; get thee gone ! Thou hast 

my blessing ; thy father's spirit upon thee ! Farewell, 

Jasper ! 

But yet, or ere you part (oh, cruel !) 

Kiss me, kiss me, sweeting, mine own dear jewel ! 

So ; now begone ; no words ! \Exil Jasper. 

Mrs. Mer, So, Michael ; now get thee gone too. 

Mich, Tes, forsooth, mother; but I'll have my father's 
blessing first. 

JHfrs.Mer. No, Michael; 'tis no matter for his blessing; 
thou hast my blessing ; begone. I'll fetch my money 
and jewels, and follow thee. I'll stay no longer with 
him, I warrant thee. — Truly, Charles, I'll be gone too. 

Mer, What ? you will not ? 

Mrs. Mer, Tes, indeed will I. 

Mer, ijnng8.) Hey-ho, farewell, Nan ! 

m never trust wench more again, if I can. 

Mrs, Mer, You shall not think (when all your own is gone) 
to spend that I have been scraping up for Michael. 

Mer, Farewell, good wife ! I expect it not ; aU I have to do 
in this world, is to be merry ; which I shaU, if the 
ground be not taken from me ; and if it be, [Sings. 

When earth and seas from me are reft, 

The skies aloft for me are left. [Exeunt. 

[Wife. IHl be sworn he's a merry old gentleman, for all that. 
Hark, hark, husband, hark ! fiddles, fiddles ! [Music] 
Now surely they go finely. They say His present death 
for these fiddlers to tune their rebecks before the great 
TurKs grace ; i^t not^ George ! [Boy danceth.] But 
look, look I here^s a youth dances I now, good youths 
do a turn o' tK toe. Sweetheart, if ait h IHl have Ralph 
come and do some of his gambols ; he^ll ride the wild- 
marCf gentlemen, Uwould do your hearts good to see him, 
I thank you, kind youth ; pray bid Ralph come, 

Cit. Sirrahy you scurvy boy, bid the players send Ralph* 
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ArC they do not ^ Fll tear some of their perriwiffs hmdf 
their heads. This is all riff-raff ^^ 

TBi^ITOBOUS NATURE OF SADNESS, AND TITALITY OF MXETS. 

Merrythought (stngs). When it was grown to dark midnight, 

A.nd all were fast asleep, 
In came Margaret's grimly ghost, 
And stood at William's feet. 

I Lave money, and meat, and drink, before-hand, till to- 
morrow at noon ; why should I be sad ? Methinks I 
have half-a-dozen jovial spirits within me. [Sing^J] 
" I am three merry men, tmd tliree merry men /"—To 
what end should any man be sad in tins world P I 
have seen a man come by my door with a serious faee, 
in a black cloak, without a hat*band, carrying his bead 
as if he look'd for pins in the street. I hare look'd 
out of my window half-a-year after, and have spied that 
man's head upon London-bridge. 'Tis vile. Newr 
trust a tailor that does not sing at his work : his- mini 
is on nothing but filching. 
[Wife. Mark this, George/ ^tis worth noting. Godfrey, 
my tailor, you know, never sings ; and he had fourteen 
yards to make this gown, and Fll be sworn, mistress 
Penistone, the draper's wife, had one made vnth ttoehe,^ 

Mer. 'Tis mirth that fills the veins with hlood, 

More than wine, or sleep, or food : 
Let each man keep bis heart at ease ; 
No man dies of that disease. 
He that would his hody keep 
From diseases, must not weep ; 
But wlioever laughs and sings, 
Never he his body brings 
Into fevers, gouts, or rheums, 
Or ling'ringly his lungs consumes, 
Or meets with aches in the bone, 
Or catarrhs, or griping stone, 
But contented lives for aye ; 
The more he laughs, the more he nuiy. 

[" 7^ Knight of the Burning Pestle of Beaumont and Fletdier is an 
incomparable and singular woric in its kind. It is a parody of the 
chivalry romances ; the thought is borrowed from Don Qusote^ bat the 
imitation is handled with freedom, and so particularly applied to SpflDser*! 
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Fairy Qneem (qaery, tfao old siage p2»fi and story-books ?) that it inay 
pass for a second inTention. But the peculiarly ingenious norelty of tba 
piece consists in the combination of the irony of a chimerical abuse of 
poetry, with another irony exactly the contrary, of the incapacity to 
comprehend any fable, and the dramatic form more particularly. A 
grocer and his wife come as spectators to the theatre ; thc^ are disoon- 
tented with the piece which has just been announced ; they demand a 
play in honour of l^e Corporation, and Ralph, their apprentice, is to 
act a principal part in it. They arc well received ; but still tliey are not 
satisfied, make their obsernitions on eirery thing, and incessantly address 
themselyes to the players. Ben Jonson had already exhibited imaKinary 
spectators, but they were either b«[ievolent expounders, or awkwaid 
oensurers, of the Tiews of the poet ; consequently they always conducted 
his, the poet's, own cause. But the grocer and his wife represent a 
whole genus ; namely, those unpoetical spectators who are destitute of a 
feeling for art. The iftmion with them becomes a passiye error ; tl^ 
subject represented has all the effect of reality on tliem ; they therefore 
resign themselves to the impression of each moment, and take part for 
or against the persons of the drama: on the other hand, they show them* 
selves insensible to all genuine illusion, — that is, of entering vividly into 
the spirit of the &ble. Ralph, however heroically and cMvabouBly hie may 
conduct himself, is always for them Ralph their a];^r0ntice : and they 
take upon them, in the whim of the moment, to demand scenes which 
are quite inconsistent with the plan of the piece tliat has commanced. 
In short, the views and demands with which poets are often oppressed 
by a prosaical public are personified in the most ingenious and amusing 
manner in these caricatures of spectators." — SchIiKGXIi, m abopff 
Bohn's edition, p. 473.] 



CUPID'S BHYBNaE. 

A eODLIKE APFEABAKCX. 

He is like 
Nothing that we have seen, yet doth resemble 
Apollo, as I oft have fancied him^ 
"When rising from his bed he stirs himself, 
And shakes day from his hair. 

XXOESS 0* FBOTOCATIOir. 

The usage I have had, I know, would make 
Wisdom herself run frantic through the streets. 
And Patienee quarrel with her shadow. 
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SIMPLE A3XJ) TBUTHFUL DEATH FOB LOVE. 

ZeuappM and Urania ; the latter, who is disguised as his page, hswig 

stcooned, 

Leuc. How dost thou ? 

Let not thy misery vex me ; thou shalt have 
What thy poor heart can wish : I am a prince, 
And I will keep thee in the gayest clothes, 
And the finest things that ever pretty boy 
Had given him. 

Urania, I know you well enough. 

'Paith, I am dying ; and now you know all too, 

Leuc. But stir thyself. Look, what a jewel here is ; 
See how it glisters ! what a pretty show 
Will this make in thy little ear ! ha, speak ! 
Eat but a bit, and take it. 

lira. Do you not know me ? 

Leuc. J. pr'ythee mind thy health ! why, that's well said ; 
My good boy, smile still. 

Ura. I shall smile till death, 

An' I see you. I am Urania. 

Zeuc. How ! 

Ura. I am Urania. 

Leuc, Dulness did seize me ! now I know thee well : 
Alas, why cam'st thou hither ? 

Ui'a, Taith, for love : 

I would not let you know till I was dying ; 
For you could not love me, my mother was 
So naught. [D»«. 



THIEEEY AND THEODOEET. 
TEAES, GOOD AND EVIL. 

Theodoret, But that I know these tears, I could dote on 'em, 
And kneel to catch 'em as they fall, then knit 'em 
Lito an armlet, ever to be honour' d : 
But, woman, they are dangerous drops, deceitful, 
Full of the weeper, anger and iQ nature. 
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A COWABD PBOT£D AND EXPOSED. 

Enter King, Thiebbt, and THEODOBET,/ro»i hunting* 

Theod. This stag stood well, and cunningly. 

Thierry. My horse, 

I am sure, has found it, for his sides are blooded 
Prom flank to shoulder. Where's the troop ? 

Enter Mabtell. 

Theod, Pass'd homeward. 

Weary and tired as we are. — JST ow, Martell ; 
Have you remember'd what we thought of? 

Thi, What is that? 

May not I know too ? 

Theod. Yes, sir ; to that end 
We cast the project. 

Thl What is't ? 

Mart. A desire, sir, 

Upon the gilded flag your grace's favour 
lias stuck up for a general ; and to inform you 
(For this hour he shall pass the test) what valour, 
Staid judgment, soul, or safe discretion. 
Tour mother's wandering eyes, and your obedience, 
Have flung upon us ; to assure your knowledge. 
He can be, dare be, shall be, must be, nothing 
(Load him with piles of honours, set him off 
With all the cunning foils that may deceive us) 
But a poor, cold, unspirited, unmanner'd, 
TJnhonest, unaffected, undone fool. 
And most unheard-of coward. 

Thi, No more ! I know him ; 

I now repent my error. Take your time, 
And try him home, ever thus far reserved. 
You tie your anger up ! 

Mart. I lose it else, sir. 

Thi. Bring me his sword fair-taken without violence 
(For that will best declare him) 

Theod. That's the thing. 

Thi. And my best horse is thine. 

Mart. Your grace's servant I [F- " 
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Theod, You'll hunt no more, sir P 

Thi, Not to-day ; the weather 

Is grown too warm ; besides, the dogs are spent-: 
We'll take a cooler morning. Let's to h(»Be, 
And halloo in the troop ! [EmemU, 



Enter Two Huntsmen, and to them Fbotaldye. 

Prot. How now, keepers ? 

Saw you the king P 
1 Hunts, Yes, sir ; he's newly mounted, 

And, as we take it, ridden home. 
Prot, Parewell then ! {Exeunt Huntsmen. 

« 

Enter Mabtsll. 

Mart, My honour'd lord, fortune has made me happy 
To meet with such a man of men to side me. 

Prot. How, sir ? I know you not, 
Nor what your fortune means. 

Mart, i'ew words shall serve. 

I am betray' d, sir ; innocent and honest, 
Malice and 'violence are both against me. 
Basely and foully laid for ; for my life, sir ! 
Danger is now about me, now in my throat, sir. 

Prot. Where, sir ? 

Mart. 1^2Lj, I fear not ; 

And let it now pour down in storms upon me, 
I have met a noble guard. 

Prot. Your meaning, sir ? 

For I have present business. 

Mart. Ob, ray lord, 

Your honour cannot leave a gentleman, 
At least a fair design of this brave nature. 
To which your worth is wedded, your profession 
Hatch' d in, and made one piece, in such a peril. 
There are but six, vay lord. 

Prot, What six ? 

Mart. Six villains ; 

Sworn, and in pay to kill me. 

Prot, Six? 

Mart, Alas, sir, 
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What can bIx do, or six score, now you're present ? 
Your name will blow 'em off. Say they have shot too ; 
Who dare present a piece ? your valour's proof, sir. 

Prot, No, I'll assure you, sir, nor my discretion, 
Against a multitude. 'Tis true, I dare fight 
Eoough, and well enough, and long enough ; 
But wisdom, sir, and weight of what is on me 
(In which I am no more mine own, nor yours, sir, 
Nor, as I take it, any single danger, 
But what concerns my place), tells me directly, 
Beside my person, my Mir reputation. 
If I thrust into crowds, and seek occasions. 
Suffers opinion. Six ? Why, Hercules 
Avoided two, man. Yet, not to give example, 
But only for your present danger's sake, sir, 
Were there but four, sir, I cared not if I kill'd them ; 
They'll serve to whet my sword. 

Mart. There are but four, sir ; 

I did mistake them ; but four such as Europe, 
Excepting your great valour 

Prot, Well consider'd ! 

I will not meddle with 'em ; four, in honour, 

Are equal with four score. Besides, they are people 

Only directed by their fury. 

Mart. So much nobler 

Shall be your way of justice. 

Prot. That I find not. 

Mart, You will not leave me thus ? 

Prot. I would not leave you ; but look you, sir, 
Men of my place and business must not 
Be question' d thus. 

Mart. You cannot pass, sir, 

Now they have seen me with you, without danger : 
They are here, sir, within hearing. Take but two ! 

Prot, Let the law take 'em ! take a tree, sir — 

I'll take my horse — ^that you may keep with safety, 
If they have brought no hand-saws. Within this hour 
I'll send you rescue, and a toil to take 'em. 

Mart. You shall not go so poorly. Stay ! but one, sir 1 

Prot. I have been so hamper'd with these rescues, 
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So hew'd and tortur'd, that the truth is, sir, 

I have mainly vow'd against 'em. Tet, for your sake, 

If, as you say, there be but one, I'll stay 

And see fair play o' both sides. 

Mart, There is no 

More, sir, and, as I doubt, a base one too. 

Prot, Fy on him I Q-o, lug him out by th* ears ! 

Mart. Yes, this is he, sir ; the basest in the kingdom. 

^Seizes him. 

Prot, Do you know me ? 

Mart, Yes, for a general fool, 

A knave, a coward ; puppy, that dares not bite. 

Prot. The best man best knows patience. 

Mart. Yes, 

This way, sir ; now draw your sword, and right you, 

[Kicks him. 
Or render it to me ; for one you shall do ! 

Prot. If wearing it may do you any honour, 

I shall be glad to grace you ; there it is, sir ! 

Mart. Now get you home, and tell your lady mistress, 

She has shot up a sweet mushroom ! quit your place too, 
And say you are counscird well ; thou wilt be beaten 

ehe 
By thine own lanceprisadocs^ (when they know thee), 
That tuns of oil of roses will not cure thee : 
Go ; armour like a frost will search your bones. 
And make you roar, you rogue ! not a reply, 
For if you do, your ears go off! 

Prot. Still patience ! [Exeunt. 

Scene changes to a Hall in the Palace^ with Thierbt, ThtsO- 
noRET, and others. Enter to them Maetell, with 
Photaldye's sivord. 

Theod. Look, sir ; he has it ! 

Nay, we shall have peace when so great a soldier 
As the renownM Protaldye will give up 
His sword rather than use it. 

^ Lanceprisndoes.'] Sometimes written lanccpesades, from htneia 
spfizzata., Italian. "A lancc-spezzado (says Florio's Dictionary), a 
broken lance, a clcmi-lanco ; also one that in time of vrar, or great need, 
comes armed on horseback to assist his prince." 
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Thi. Pray you speak ; 

How won you him to part from't P 

Mart. "Won him, sir ? 

He would have yielded it upon liis knees, 

Before he would have hazarded the exchange 

Of a fillip of the forehead. Had you will'd me, 

I durst have undertook he should have sent you 

His nose, provided that the loss of ifc 

Might have saved the rest of his face. He is, sir, 

The most unutterable coward that e'er nature 

Bless'd with hard shoulders ; which were only given him 

To the ruin of bastinadoes. — I'll hazard 

My life upon it, that a boy of twelve 

Should scourge him hither like a parish top, 

And make him dance before you. 

A WILLING MABTTE. 

Thierry^ hj a toicked contrivance between his mother and a pretended 
tatrologefy is persuaded to kill the first icoman he meets coming out of a 
place of worshij), in order that he may free his Queen from barrenness. 
He meets the Queen herseff, without knowing her. 

Scene — Be/ore the Temple of Diana, 
Enter Thielrt and Maetell. 

Mart. Tour grace is early stirring. 

Thi. How can he sleep. 

Whose happiness is laid up in an hour 

He knows comes stealing toward him ? This day France 

(France, that in want of issue withers with us, 

And, like an aged river, runs his liead 

Into forgotten ways) again I ransom, 

And his fair course turn right. This day beauty, 

The envy of the world, the pleasure, glory. 

Content above the world, desire beyond it. 

Are made mine own, and useful ! 

Mqrt. Happy woman, 

That dies to do these things ! 

ThL But ten time happier, 

That lives to do the greater ! Oh, Martoll, 

The gods have heard me now ; and those that scorn' d me, 

Mothers of many children, and bless'd fathers, 

N 
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That seo their issues like the stars mmumber^d, 
Their cumforts more than them, shall in my praises 
Now teach their infanta songs ; and tell their ages 
From such a son of mine, or such a queen, 
That chaste Ordella brings me. Blessed marriage, 
The chain that links two holy loves together ! 
And, in the marriage, more than bless'd OrddJa, 
That comes so near the sacrament itself, 
The priests doubt whether purer ! 

l^He stands musing ^ in a kind of ttitasj. 

Mart, Sir, you are lost ! 

Thi. I pr'y thee let me be so • 

Mart, The day wears ; 

And those that have been offering early prajeMi 
Are now retiring homeward. 

Thi. Stand, and mark then ! 

Mart, Is it the first must suffer ? 

Thi. The first woman. 

Mart, What hand shall do it, sir ? 

Thi, This hand, Martell ; 

¥ov who less dare presume to give the gods 
An incense of this offering ? 

Mart, 'Would I were she! 

For such a way to die, and such a blessing, 
Can never crown my parting. — 
Here comes a woman. 

Enter Obdslla, veiled. 

Thi, Stand, and behold her then ! 

Mart, I think, a fair one. 

Thi, Move not, whilst I prepare her. May her peaes 
(Like his whose innocence the gods are pleased with, 
And, offering at their altars, gives his soul 
Far purer than those fires) pull heaven upon ber I 
You holy powers, no human spot dwell in h^ I— 
No love of anything, but you and goodness, 
Tie her to earth ! — Fear be a stranger to her ;— 
And all weak blood's affections, but thy hope« 
Let her bequeath to women ! Hear me, £UaY)Q8li 
Gtive her a spirit masculine^ and noble. 
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Fit for yourselves to ask, and me to offer ! 

Oh, let ner meet my blow, dote on her desth ; 

And as a wanton vine bows to the pnmer. 

That by his cutting off more mav increase. 

So let her ML to raise me itmt !~Hail, woman ; 

The happioBt and the best (if th j dull will 

Do not abuse ihj fortune) Eranee e'er found jet ! 
Ord. She's more than dull, sir, less, and worse thaa woman. 

That may inherit such an infinite 

As you propound, a greatness so near goodness. 

And brings a will to rob her. 
Thi. Tell me this then ; 

Was there e'er woman yet, or may be fnindy 

That for ftdi £une, unspotted memory, 

Por Virtue's sake, and ooly for its^-sake. 

Has, or dare make a story ? 
Ord. Many dead, sir ; 

Living, I think, as many. 
Thi, Say, the kingdom 

May from a woman's will receive a blessings 

The king and kingdom^ not a private safety 

A graieral blessing, lady ? 
Ord. A general curse 

Light on her heart denies it ! 
Thi. Full of honour. 

And such examples as the fonner ages 

Were but dim shadows of, and empty figures ? 
Ord. You strangely stir me, sir ; and were my weakness 

In any other flesh but modest woman* s, 

You should not ask more questions. May I do it ? 
Thu You may ; and, which is more, you must. 
Ord. Ijoyin't 

Above a moderate gladness ! Sir^ you promiae 

It shall be honest ? 
Thi. As ever Time discover' d. 
Ord. Let it be what it may then^ what it dare^ 

I have a mind will hazard it. 
Thi. But hark you ; 

What may that woman merit, makes this blessiag p 
Ord. Only her duty,, air. 
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Thi. 'Tis terrible ! 

Ord, 'Tis so much the more noble* 

Thi. *Tis full of fearful shadows ! 

Ord. So is sleep, sir, 

Or anything that's merely ours, and mortal. 
We were begotten gods else. But those fears, 
Feeling but once the fires of nobler thoughts, 
Fly, like the shapes of clouds we form, to nothing. 

Thi. Suppose it death ! I 

Ord. I do. I 

Thi. And endless parting 

With all we can caU ours, with all our sweetness, 
With youth, strength, pleasure, people, time, nay 
For in tlie silent grave no conversation, [reason! 

No joyful tread of friends, no voice of lovers, 
No careful father's counsel, nothing 's heard, 
Nor nothing is, but all oblivion, 
Dust and an endless darkness. And dare you, woman, 
Desire this place ? 

Ord, 'Tis of all sleeps the sweetest : 

Children begin it to us, strong men seek it. 
And kings from height of all their painted glories 
Fall, like spent exhalations, to this centre : 
And those are fools that fear it, or imagine 
A few unhandsome pleasures, or life's profits. 
Can recompense this place ; and mad that stay it, 
Till age blow out their lights, or rotten humours 
Bring them dispersed to th' earth. 

Thi, Then you can suifer ? 

Ord. As willingly as say it. 

Thi. Martell, a wonder ! 

Here is a woman that dares die. — ^Yet, tell me, 
Are you a wife ? 

Ord. I am, sir. 

Thi. And have children ? — 
She sighs, and weeps I 

Ord. Oh, none, sir. 

Thi. Dare you venture. 

For a poor barren praise you ne'er shall hear, 
To part with these sweet hopes p 
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Ord. With all but Heaven, 

And yet die full of children. He that reads me 

"When I am ashes, is my son in wishes ; 

And those chaste dames that keep my memory, 

Singing my yearly requiems, are my daughters. 
Thi. Then there is nothing wanting but my knowledge, 

And what I must do, lady. 
Ord. You are the king, sir. 

And what you do I'll suffer ; and that blessing 

That you desire, the gods shower on the kingdom ! 
Thi, Thus much before I strike then ; for I must kill you, 

The gods have will'd it so. Thou'rt made the blessing 

Must make Trance young again, and me a man. 

Keep up your strength still nobly ! 
Ord. Pear me not. 

TAu ' And meet death like a measure !^ 
Ord, I am steadfast. 
Thi, Thou shalt be sainted, woman ; and thy tomb 

Cut out in crystal, pure and good as thou art ; 

And on it shall be graven, every age, 

Succeeding peers of France that rise by thy fall ; 

Till thou Hest there like old and fruitful Nature. 

Dar'st thou behold thy happiness ? 
Ord. I dare, sir. 

Thi. Ha ! [^Pulls off' her veil, lets fall his sword. 

Mart. Oh, sir, you must not do it, 
Thi. No, I dare not ! 

There is an angel keeps that paradise, 

A fiery angel, friend. Oh, virtue, virtue. 

Ever and endless virtue ! 
Ord. Strike, sir, strike ! 

And if in my poor death fair JFrance may merit, 

G-ive me a thousand blows ! be killing me 

A thousand days ! 
TkL First, let the earth be barren. 

And man no more remember' d ! Else, Ordella, 

^ Like a measure.'] That is, harmoniously and firmly. A ''measure 
wa» a stately dance. 
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The nearest to thy Maker, and the pnrett 

That ever dull flesh show'd us ! — Oh, my heartstrim! 

[" I haye always considered this to be the finest scene in Fletcher, and 
Ordella the most perfect idea of the female heroic character, next to 
Calantha in the Broken Heart of Ford, that has been embodied in fietiop. 
She is a piece of sainted nature. Yet, noble as the whole soepe is, 
it must be confessed, that the manner of it, compared with Shi^pean's 
finest scenes, is slow and languid. Its motion is circular, not pro* 
gressive. Each line reyolvcs on itself in a sort of separate orbit. Tbej 
do not join into one another Hke a running hand. Every step that ve 
go, we are stopped to admire some single object, like widkingin beaatiful 
Boonery with a guide. Another striking di£Jerenee between Fletcher and 
Shakspcare is the fondness of the former for unnatural and Yioknt 
situations, like that in the scene before us. He seems to have thought 
that notliing great could be produced in an ordinary way. The duef 
incidents in the Wife for a Months in Cupid* t lievengey in the DoMt 
Marriage^ and in many more of his tragedies, show this. Shakq)earB 
had nothing of this contortion in his mind, none of that craTing afUr 
romantic incidents and flights of strained and improbable virtue, iHiich 
1 think always betrays an imperfect moral sensibility." — Lamb.] 

Ordella' s life is saved for the present; but Thierry, toho is idlinudely 
poisoned by a luindkerchief which his mother had given him to dry Atf 
tears with for her sitpposed toss under other circumstances, beholdif w 
his last moments, the criminal delivered up to justice, and Im wff 
restored to him only to partake his death. 

Thieriit on a bed, with Doctors and Attendants. 

1 Doctor. How does your grace now feel yourself? 

Thi, What's that ? 

1 Doctor. Nothing at all, sir, but your fancy. 

Thi. Tell me, 

Can ever these eyes more, shut up in slumbers. 
Assure my soul there is sleep ? is there night 
And rest for human labours r do not yon 
And all the world, as I do, out-stare Time, 
And live, like funeral lamps, never extinguish'd ? 
Is there a grave ? (and do not flatter me, 
Nor fear to tell me truth) and in that grave 
Is there a hope I shall sleep ? can I die ? 
Why do you crucify me thus with faces. 
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And gaping strangely upon one another ! 
IWTien shall I rest ? 
2 Doctor. Oh, sir, be patient ! 

1 Doctor, "We do beseech your grace be more reclaimed !* 

This talk doth but distemper you. 
Thi, WeU, I wiU die, 

In spite of all your potions ! One of you sleep ; 
Lie down and sleep here, that I may behold 
"What blessed rest it is my eyes are robb'd of! — 
See ; he can sleep, sleep anywhere, sleep now, 
When h© that wakes for him can never slumber ! 
Is't not a dainty ease ? 

2 Doctor, Your grace shall feel it. 

Thi, Oh, never, never I ! The eyes of Heaven 
See but their certain motions, and then sleep : 
The rages of the ocean have their slumbers. 
And quiet silver calms ; each violence 
Crowns in his end a piece ; but my iix'd fires 
Shall never, never set ! — Who's that ? 

Enter Mabtell, Bbttjthalt, De Vithy, and Soldiers, 

Mart, No, woman, 

Mother of mischief, no ! the day shall die first, 
And all good thing9 live in a worse than thou art, 
Ere thou shalt sleep ! Dost thou see him ? 

Brun, Yes, and curse him ; 

And all that love him, fool, and all live by him. 

Mart, Why art thou such a monster ? 

Brun, Why art thou 

So tame a knave to ask me ? 

Mart, Hope of hell, 

Bij tluB fair holy light, and all his wrongs. 
Which are above thy years, almost thy vices. 
Thou shalt not rest, nor feel more wliat is pity. 
Know nothing necessary, meet no society 
But what shall curse and crucify thee, feel in thyself 
Nothing but what thou art, bane and bad conscience. 

^ More reclainCd.'] Less wild. The expression is taken &'om itHoonTj . 
So redeim a hawk, is to tame him. 
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Till this man rest. Do you nod P I'll waken you 
With my sword's point. 

Brun, 1 wish no more of Heaven, 

Nor hope no more, but a sufficient anger 
To torture thee ! 

Mart. See, she that makes you see, sir ! 

And, to your misery, still see your mother. 
The mother of your woes, sir, of your waking. 
The mother of your people's cries and curses, 
Your murdering mother, your malicious mother ! 

Thi, Physiciaus, half my state to sleep an hoiu: now ! — 
Is it so, mother ? 

Jh'i'H. Yes, it is so, son 5 

And, were it yet again to do, it should be. 

Marf. She nods again ; swinge her !' 

Tki. But, mother 

(For yet I love that reverence, and to death 
Dare not forget you have been so), was this. 
This endless misery, this cureless malice, 
Tliis snatching from me all my youth together. 
All that you made me for, and happy mothers 
Crowu'd with eternal time are proud to finish. 
Done by your will ? 

Jiruii. It was, and bv that will 

7V/?. Oh, mother, do not lose your name ! forget not 
The touch of Nature in you, tenderness ! 
*Tis all the soul of woman, all the sweetness : 
Forget not, I beseech you, what are children, 
Nor how you have groan' d for them ; to what love 
They are bom inheritors, with what care kept ; 
And, as they rise to ripeness, still remember 
How they imp out your age ! and when Time calls you, 
Tliat as an autumn flower you fall, forget not 
How round about your hearse they hang, like penons ! 

JJniu. Holy fool, 

Whose patience to prevent my wrongs has killed thee, 
Preach not to me of punishments or fears. 
Or what I ought to be ; but what I am, 

^ Swinf/e her."] Scourge her. 
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A woman in her liberal will defeated, 

In all her greatness cross' d, in pleasure blasted ! 

My angers have been laugh' d at, my ends slighted, 

And all those glories that had crown'd my fortunes, 

Suffer *d by blasted Virtue to be scattered : 

I am the fruitful mother of these angers, 

And what such have done, read, and know thy ruin ! 

'Ai. Heaven forgive you ! 

tart. She tells you true ; for millions of her mischiefs 
Are now apparent. Prot^ldye we have taken, 
An equal agent with her, to whose care, 
After the damn'd defeat on you, she trusted 
The bringing-in of Leonor the bastard, 
Son to your murder' d brother. Her phvsician 
By this time is attach'd too, that damn'd devil ! 

Enter Messenger. 

!es8, 'I'is like he will be so ; for ere we came. 

Fearing an equal justice for his mischiefs, 

He drench' d himself.* 
run. He did like one of mine then 1 
hi. Must I still see these miseries ? no night 

To hide me from their horrors ? That Protaldye 

See justice fall upon ! 
run. Now I could sleep too. 
art. I'll give you yet more poppy. Bring the lady. 

And Heaven in her embraces give him quiet ! 

Enter Obdella. 

Madam, unveil yourself. 
'd. 1 do forgive you ; 

And though you sought my blood, yet I'll pray for you. 
im. Art thou alive ? 
art. Now could you sleep ? 
liH, Eor ^ver. 
art. Go carry her without wink of sleep, or quiet, 

Where her strong knave Protaldye's broke o' th' wheel, 

And let his cries and roars be music to her ! 

I mean to waken her. 

* JkencKd himself. 2 Took poison. 
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Tki, Do her no wrong] 

Mart. No, rigbt, as you love jostiee ! 

Jlruiu I will think ; 

And if there be new curses in old natuxe, 

I have a soul dare send th^n ! 
Mart, Keep her waking ! {^Exit BrttstraJsT with a Guard. 
Thi. What B that appears so sweetly ? There's that face— 
Mart. Be moderate, lady ! 

Thi. That's angel's face 

Mart. Go nearer. 

Thi. Martell, I cannot last long ! See the soul 

(I see it perfectly) of my Ordella, 

The heavenly figure of her sweetness, there ! 

Porgive me, gods ! it comes ! Divinest substance ! 

Kneel, kneel, kneel, every one ! Saint of thy sex, 

If it be for my cruelty thou comest — 

Do ye see her, hoa ? 
Mart. Yes, sir ; and you shall know her. 
2hi. Down, down again ! — To be revenged for blood ! 

Sweet spirit, I am ready. She smiles on me ! 

Oh, blessed sign of peace ! 
Mart. Go nearer, lady. 
Ord. I come to make you happy. 
Thi. Hear you that, sirs ? 

She comes to crown my soul. Away, get sacrifice! 

"Whilst I with holy honours 

Mart. She is alive, sir. 

Thi. In everlasting life ; I know it, friend : 

Oh, happy, happy soul ! 
Ord. Alas, I live, sir ; 

A mortal woman still. 
Thi. Can spirits weep too ? 
Mart. She is no spirit, sir ; pray kiss her. — Lady, 

Be very gentle to him ! 
Thi. Stay! — She is warm; 

And, by my life, the same lips ! Tell me, brightness, 
Are you the same Ordella still } 
Mart. The same, sir. 

Whom Heavens and my good angel stay'd from ruin. 
T/fi. Kiss me again ! 
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Ord. The same still, still your serrant. 

Thi. 'Tis she ! I know her now, Martell. Sit down, sweet ! 
Oh, bless' d and happiest woman ! — A dead slumber 
Begins to creep upon me. Oh, my jewel ! 

Ord, Oh, sleep, my lord ! 

Thi, My joys are too much for me ! 

Enter Messenger and Mehbebg-b. 

Mess, Brunhalt, impatient of her constraint to see 

Protaldye tortured, has chok'd herself. 
Mart, No more i 

Her sins go with her ! 
Thi. Love, I must die ; I faint : 

Close up my glasses !* 

1 Doctor, The queen faints too, and deadly. 
Thi, One dying kiss ! 

Ord, My last, sir, and my dearest ! 

And now, close my eyes too ! 
Thi, Thou perfect woman ! — 

Martell, the kingdom's yours. Take JSIemberge to you, 

And keep my lipe alive ! — Nay, weep not, lady ! 

Take me ! I go. [Dies, 

Ord, Take me too ! Farewell, Honour ! \pies, 

2 Doctor, They are gone for ever. 

Mart, The peace of happy souls go after them ! 
Bear them unto their last beds, whilst I study 
A tomb to speak their loves whilst old Time lasteth. 
I am your king in sorrows. 

All, "We your subjects 1 

Mart. De Vitry, for your services, be na«r us I 

Whip out these instruments of this mad mother 

From court, and all good people ; and, because 

She was bom noble, let that title find her 

A private grave, but neither tongue nor honour ! 

And now lead on ! They that shall read this story. 

Shall find that Virtue lives in good, not glory. [Exeunt. 

' My glastes.'] I. e, my glazed or dying eyes, through which the soul 
begins to see dimly. A beautiful expression. The whole of this scene 
is most affiMTting and terrible. 
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THE HONEST MAN'S FORTUNE. 
8VPEBI0SITT TO MISEOBTU^TS, 

Nothing is a misery, 
Unless our weakness apprehend it so. 
We cannot bo more faithful to ourselves 
In anything that's manly, than to make 
111 fortune as contemptible to us, 
As it makes us to others. 

calamity's last and noblest consolation. 

I am not yet oppress 'd. 
Having the pow'r to help one tliat's distress'd.* 

HEABT or OAK. 

A noble soul is like a ship at sea. 
That sleeps at anchor when the ocean 'a calm ; 
But when she rages, and the wind blows high, 
He cuts his way with skill and majesty. 



VALENTINIAN. 

SCOEN OF LOVE ADMONISHED. 

t 

Heax, ye ladies that despise, 

What the mighty Love has done ; 
Fear examples, and be wise : 

Pair Calisto was a nun ; 
Leda, sailing on the stream 

To deceive the hopes of man, 
Love accounting but a dream. 

Doted on a silver swan ; 
Danae, in a brazen tower, 
"Where no love was, lov'd a shower. 

* / am not yet oppress' dy ^c."] I. e, I do not consider myself thoroughly 
kept down, or overwhelmed, by calamity, as long as I can help misfortune 
in another. This noble sentiment was first expressed, I bclieTc, by Sir 
PhWp Sidney, in his Arcadia. 
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Hear, ye ladies that are coy, 

What the mighty Love can do ; 
Fear the fierceness of the boy : 

The chaste moon he makes to woo ; 
Vesta, kindling holy fires, 

Circled round about with spies, 
Never dreaming loose desires, 

Doting at the altar dies ; 
XLioi), in a short hour, higher 
He can build, and once more fire. 

A TTBAITT POISONED. 

The Emperor Valentinian dies of poison^ which ha» been given kim fcv kis 

i^annies and licentiotuness. 

Enter Ltcias and Peoofliis. 

Lycias. Sicker and sicker, Proculus ? 

Froe, Oh, Lycias, 

What snail become of us ? 'Would we had died 
With happy Chilax, or with Balbus bed-rid, 
And made too lame for justice ! 

Enter Licii^irs. 

JUein, The sofb music ; 

And let one sing to fasten sleep upon him. — 

Oh, friends, the emperor ! 
Proc, What say the doctors ? 
Licin, Por us a most sad saying ; he is poison'd, 

Beyond all cure too. 
Lycias. WTio? 
Licin. The wretch Aretus, 

That most unhappy villain. 
Lycias, How do you know it ? 
Licin, He gave him drink last. Let's disperse, and find him; 

And, since he has opened misery to all. 

Let it begin with him first. Softly ; he slumbers. 

[JExeuni, 
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Yalektinian brought in tick in a ekair, with EuJKOUi 

FhTncians, and Aitendmts. 

XUBIO AlfD BOSQ, 

Carc'charming Sleep, thoa easer of all woes, 
Brother to Death, sweetly thyself dispose 
On this afflicted prince ; fall, like a oload. 
In gentle showers ; give nothing that is load, 
Or painful to his slumhers ; easy, sweet. 
And as a purlinc stream, thou son of Night.^ 
Pass by his troubled senses ; sing his pain. 
Like liollow murmuring wind, or silver rain. 
Into this prince gently, oh, gently slide. 
And kiss him into slumbers like a bride ! 

Fal. Oh, gods, gods ! Drink, drink ! colder, colder 

Than snow on Scythian mountains! Oh, my heart- 
J'ud. How does your grace ? [strings! 

rhys. The empress speaks, sir. 
Fal. Dying ; 

Dying, Eudoxia, dying. 
Phjs. Gk)od sir, patience. 
Uud, "What have you given him P 
Phys, Precious things, dear lady, 

We hope shall comfort him, 
Val, Oh, flatter'd fool. 

See what thy god-head's come to ! Oh, Eudoxia ! 
Eud, Oh, patience, patience, sir ! 

^ Easy, sweet, 

J fid as a purling stream ^ thou son of Nipht.'] ** In rhymes like nipAi and 
stceet tlic fhie ears of our ancestors discerned a harmony to which we 
have been unaccustomed. They perceived the double ee which, is in the 
vowel «, — night, vah-eet. There is an instance in a passage in the Mid- 
summer Night's Bream, where the word bees, as well as mulberries and 
dewberries^ is made to rhyme with eyes, arise, &c. Indeed in such words 
as mulberries the practice is still retaixied, and e and i considered cone* 
spending sounds in the fainter termination of polysyllables i—Jree^ eom- 
pany ; fly, company. 

*' Was ever the last line of the invocation surpassed ? But it is all in 
the finest tone of mingled softness and earnestness. The verses are 
probably Fletcher's. He has repeated a passage of it in his poein 
entitled An Honest MarCs Fortune." — Tmayinaiion and Fancy, p. 217. 
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FaL DflDitbiiifi 

I'll have brought through my body 

Uud. Goda give comfort ! 

FaL And Volga, on whose fiice the north wind freezes* 

I am an hundred hells ! an hundred piles 

Already to my funeral are flaming ! 

Shall f not drink? 
Phvs. You must not, sir. 
FaL By Heaven, 

rii let my breath out, that shall bum ye all, 

If ye deny me longer ! Tempests blow me, 

And inundations that have drunk up kingdoms, 

riow over me and quench me ! "Where's the villain ? 

Am I immortal now, ye slaves ? By Numa, 

If he do' 'scape — Oh, oh ! 
Bud, Dear air ! 
FaL Like Nero, 

Bat far more terrible, and full of slaughter. 

In the midst of all my dames, I'll fire the empire ! 

A thousand fcms, a thousand £euis to cool me * 

Invite the gentle winds, Eudoxia. 
Bud. Sir! 
FaL Oh, do not flatter me ! I am but flesh, — 

A man, a mortal man. Drink, drink, ye dunces ! 

What ean your doses now do, and your scrapings. 

Your oils, and Mithridates pi If f do die. 

You only words of health, and names of sickness, 
Einding no true disease in man but money. 

That talk yourselves into revenues — di ! — 
And, ere you kill your patients, beggw *em, 
I'll have ye flea'd and dried ! 

Enter Pboculus ai\d Licnnus, with Abbtus. 

JVoc. The villain, sir ; 

The most accursed wretch. 
FaL Begone, my queen ; 

This is no sight for thee. Go to the vestals, 

Cast holy incense in the fire, and offer 

One powerful sacriflce to free thy Gssar. 

^ See note at p. 159. 
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Proc. Go, go, and be Happy. [Exit EvBOZU. 

Are. Go ; but give no ease. — 

The gods have set thy last hour, Yalcntiniaii ; 
Thou art but man, a bad man too, a beast, ^ 

And, like a sensual bloody thing, thou diest ! 

Proc, Oh, damned traitor ! 

Are. Curse yourselves, ye flatterers. 

And howl your miseries to come, ye wretches ! 
You taught him to be poison' d. 

FaL Yet no comfort ? 

Are, Be not abus'd with priests nor 'pothecaries. 
They cannot help thee. Thou hast now to live 
A short half-hour, no more, and I ten minutes. 
I gave thee poison for Aecius' sake, 
Such a destroying poison would kill nature ; 
And, for thou shalt not die alone, I took it. 
If mankind had been in thee at this murder, 
No more to people earth again, the wings 
Of old Time clipp'd for ever, Eeason lost. 
In what I had attempted, yet, O Caesar, 
To purchase fair revenge, I had poison'd them too. 

Val, Oh, villain ! — I grow hotter, hotter. 

Are, Yes; 

But not near my heat yet. "What thou feel'st now 
(Mark me with horror, CaBsar) are but embers 
Of lust and lechery thou hast committed ; 
But there be flames of murder ! 

VaL Fetch out tortures. 

Are, Do, and I'll flatter thee ; nay, more, I'll love thee 
Thy tortures, to what now I suffer, Caesar, 
At which thou must arrive too, ere thou diest, 
Are lighter, and more full of mirth, than laughter. 

Fal, Let 'em alone. I must drink. 

Are, "Now be mad ; 

But not near me yet. 

Val, Hold me, hold me, hold me ! 
Hold me, or I shall burst else ! 

Are, See me, Caesar, 

And see to what thou must come for thy murder. 
Millions of women's labours, all diseases 
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TaL Ohy mj afflicted soul too ! 
Are, "Women's fears, horrors, 

Despairs, and aU the plagues the hot son breeds- 
Fid/. Aedus, oh, Aecius ! oh, Lucina ! 
Jre. Are but my torments' shadows ! 
FaL Hide me, mountains ! 

The gods have found my sins. Now break ! 
Are. Not yet, sir; 

Thou hast a pull beyond all these. 
FaL Oh, hell ! 

Oh, villain, cursed yillain ! 
Are. Oh, brave villain! 

My poison dances in me at this deed ! 

Now, GsBsar, now behold me ; this is torment, 

And this is thine before thou diest : I'm wild-fire ! 

The brazen bull of Phalaris was feign'd, 

The miseries of souls- despising heaven 

But emblems of my torment, 

Fal. Oh, quench me, quench me, quench me ! 
Are. Fire's a flattery. 

And all the poets' tales of sad Avemus 

To my pains less than fictions. Yet, to show thee 

What constant love I bore my murder'd master. 

Like a south wind, I have sung through all these 
tempests. 

My hearty my wither'd heart ! Fear, fear, thou monster ! 

Fear the just gods ! I have my peace I [Dies. 

Vol. More drink ! 

A thousand April showers fall in mv bosom ! 

How dare ye let me be tormented thus P 

Away with that prodigious body. Gods, 

Gods, let me ask ye what I am, ye lay 

AU your inflictions on me ? Hear me, hear me ! 

I do confess I am a ravisher, 

A murderer, a hated Gsesar. — Oh ! 

Are there not vows enough, and flaming altars, 

The fat of ail the world for sacrifice. 

And, where that fails, the blood of thousand captives^ 

To purge those sins, but I must make the incense ? 

I do despise ye all ! ye have no' mercy, 



And wantmg that, je are no gods ! Your parole 
Is only preach'd abroad to m^e foob feaxiul. 
And women, made of awe, believe your heaven ! 
Ob, torments, toribents, torments ! Paina above painB ! 
If ye be anything but dreams, and ghosts. 
And truly hold the guidance of things mortal. 
Have in yourselves times past, to come, and present, 
Fashion the souls of men, and make flesh for 'em, 
Weighing our fates and fortunes beyond reason. 
Be more than all, ye gods, great in forgiveness ! 
Break not pie goodly frame ye build in anger, 
For you arb^thhigs, men teach us, without passions* 
Give me an hour to ksaow ye in ; oh, save me ! 
But so much perfect tinie ye make a soul in ; 
Take this destruction &om me i — ^No, ye cannot ; 
The more I would believe ye, more I suffer. 
My brains are ashes ! now my heart, my eyes ! Friends, 
I go, I go ! More air, more air ! — ^I am mortal ! [Dim* 



THE DOUBLE MABBIAaE. 

FATAL HISTAKB. 

MtMUOj iUnking to deliver her husband, Virolei, front ikeploU ofavicltei 
Man and woman who had conspired to murder him^ kUls Viroiet himsejf 
while he is disguised in his enemy^s apparel, 

A Room tn Yibolbt's House. 

Enter Juliaita. 

Jul, This woman's threats, her eyes, ev'n red with fuiy, 
Which, like prodigious meteors, foretold 
Assur'd destruction, are still before me. 
Besides, I know such natures unacquainted 
With any mean, or in their love or hatred ; 
And she that dar'd all dangers to possess him. 
Will check at nothing, to revenge the loss 
Of what she held so dear. I first discover'd 
Her bloody purposes, which she made good. 
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And openly professed 'em. That in me 
Was but a cold affection ; charity 
CommandB so much to all ; for Yirolet, 
Methinks, I should fcnrget my sex's weakness, 
Bise up, and dare beyond a woman's strength ; 
Then do, not counsel. He is too secure; 
And, in my judgment, 'twere a greater service 
To free him from a deadly enemy, 
Than to set him a friend. I undertook too 
To Gross ner plots ; opposed my piety 
Against her malice ; and shall virtue suffer P 
JSOf Martia ; wert thou here equally arm'd, 
I have a cause, 'spite of thy masculme breeding, 
That would assure tibe victory. My angel 
Direct and help me ! 

JSnter Yibolet, habited Uke BoirvsmiR. Jumaita, unseen 

by him^ stands apart. 

Vir. The state in combustion. 

Part of the citadel forc'd, the treasure seiz'd on ; 

The guards, corrupted, arm themselves against 

Their late protected master ; Ferrand fled too, 

And with small strength, into the castle's tower. 

The only Aventine* that now is left him ; 

And yet the undertakers, nay, performers, 

Of such a brave and dorious enterprise, 

Are yet unknown. They did proceed hke men, 

I like a child ; and had 1 never trusted 

So deep a practice unto shallow fools, 

Sesides my soul's peace in my JuUana, 

The honour of this action had been mine, 

In which, accurs'd, I now can daim no i^are. 
M, Bonvere ! 'tis he 1 a thing, next to the devil, 

I most detest, and like him terrible ; 

Martia's right hand ; the instrument, I fear too, 

That is to put her bloody will into act. 

Have I not will enough, and cause too mighty ? 

Weak women's fear, ny from me ! 
Vir. Sure this habit, 

This likeness to Bonvere, which I have studied, 

' Oftfy JvetUme,'} Only hiU oC TeEoigd. 
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Either admits me safe to mj design, 
Which I too cowardly haye halted after. 
And Bulfer'd to be ravish'd from my glorr. 
Or sinks me and mj miseries together ; 
Either^ concludes me happy. 

Jul. He stands musing ; 

Some mischief is now hatching : 

In the full meditation of his wickedness, 

I'll sink his cursed soul. Guide my hand, Heavieii, 

And to mj tender arm giye strength and fortune. 

That I maj do a pious deed, all ages 

Shall bless my name for, all remembrance crown me! 

Vir. (aloud). It shall be so. 

Jul. It shall not ! Take that token, [Siubs him. 

And bear it to the lustful arms of Martia ! 
Tell her, for Virolet's dear sake, I sent it. 

Vir. Oh, I am happy I Let me see thee, that I 
May bless the hand that gave me liberty ! 
Oh, courteous hand ! Nay, thou hast done most nobly. 
And Heaven has guided thee ; 'twas their great justice. 
Oh, blessed wound, that I could come to kiss thee ! 
How beautiful and sweet thou show'st ! 

Jul. Oh! 

r/r. Sigh not, 

Nor weep not, dear ! shed not those sovereign balsams 

Into my blood, which must recover me ; 

Then I shall live, again to do a mischief 

-Against the mightiness of love and virtue. 

Some base unhaQow'd hand shall rob thy right of-— 

Help me ; I faint. So. 

Jul. Oh, unhappy wench ! 

How has my zeal abus'd me ! You that guard virtue^ 
Were ye asleep P or do ye laugh at innocence, 
You suffer'd this mistake P Oh, my dear Virolet ! 
An everlasting curse follow that form 
I struck thee in ! his name be ever blasted ! 

^ Either.'] Either the one or the other of those results ends in making 
him happy, 

' Bob thy right of^ He had, in a rash moment, and as though he had 
been unmarried, engaged Vum&eVC to BfariiafordeliTeringhim out of the 
lumcb of pirates. 
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Tor his accursed sliadow has betray'd 
The sweetness of ail yoatb, the nobleness, 
The honour, and the ralour ; withered for ever 
The beauty and the bravery of all mankind ! 
Oh ! my dull devil's eyes ! 

F^r. I do forgive you ; \^KUse8 her, 

"Bj this, and thib, I do. I know you were cozen'd.; 
The shadow of Bonvere I know you aim'd at. 
And not at me ; but 'twas most necessary 
I should be struck ; some hand above directed jou ; 
For Juliana could not show her justice, 
Witiiout depriving high Heaven of his ^loxy^ 
On any subject fit for her, but Yirolet. 
Forgive me too, and take my last breath, aweet one ! 
This the new marriage of our souls together. 
Think of me, Juliana ; but not often. 
For fear my &ults should burthen your affections. 
Pray for me, for I £unt. 

JiiL Oh, stay a little, 

A little, little, sir ! IQfers to kUl herself. 

Fir. Fy, Juliana. 

JuL Shall I out-live the virtue I have murdered? 

yir. Hold, or thou hat'st my peace ! Give me the dagger ; 
On your obedience, and your love, deliver it ! 
If you do thus, we shall not meet in heaven, sweet ; 
No guilty blood comes there. Kill your intentions, 
And then you conquer. There, where I am going. 
Would you not meet me, dear? 

JuL Yes. 

Fir. Aiid still love me ? 

Jtd. And still behold you. 

Fir. Live then, till ifeaven calls you : 

Then, ripe and full of sweetness, you rise sainted ; 

Then I, that went before you to prepare. 

Shall meet and welcome you, and daily court you 

With hymns of holy love. G-od I I go out ! 

■Give me your hand. Farewell ! in peace, farewell ! 

Bemember me ! farewell ! {^Die^^ 

Jill, Sleep you, sweet glasses !^ 

An everlasting slumber crown those crystals ! 
* Sweet glasses^ Addrefising \m c^cs. 



i 
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All my dielight^ adieu I fiMreweU, dear Yirolet, 

Dear, dear» moat dear ! Oh, I can weep no more ; 

Mj body now is fire, and allrconsaming. 

Here will I sit, forget the worid and all things, 

And only wait what Heaven shall turn me to ; 

Eor now methinks I should not Hve. [Shents down, 

JEnter F.&J!n)irLP&o (Yibolxt'^s Father)^ with a book. 

Pand, Oh, mv sweet daughter, 

The worK is finish'd now I promised thee : 

Here are tby viirtues show'd, here registered, 

And hete shall live for ever. 
JuL Blot it, bum it ! 

1 have no virtue ; hateful I am as hell is ! 
Pand. Is not this Virolet ? , 
Jvl, Ask no more questions ! 

Mistaking him, I kHl'd him. 
Pand. Oh, my son f 

iN'ature turns to my heairt again. My dear son ! 

Son of my age ! wotJdst thou go out so quickly ? 

So poorly take thy leave, and never see me ? 

Was this a kind stroke, daughter ? Could you love him^ 

Honour his father, and so deadly strike him ? 

Oh, wither' d timeless youth ! are all thy promises, 

Thy goodly growth of honours, come to this ? 

Do I halt stul i' th* world, and trouble Nature, 

When her main pieces founder, and fail daily ? 

Enter Liicio, and Three Servants. 

Lvcio, He does weep certain. What body's that lies by him? 

How do you, sir ? 
Pand. Oh, look there, Lucio, 

Thy master, thy best master I 
Lncio, Woe is me ! 

They have kill'd him, slain him basely ! Oh, my master ! 
Pand. Well, daughter, well ! what heart you had to do this I 

I know he did you wrong ; but 'twas his fortune. 

And not his fault. Eor my sake, that have lov'd you — 

Eut I see now you scorn me too. 
Lucio. Oh, mistress ! 
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Can Toa sit iiiere, and hk cold body breathleas, 

Basdj npon tlie ewtii ? 
Pand. Let her alone, boj : 

She glones in his end. 
Zndo. You shall nofc sit here. 

And suffer him jou loved — ^Ha ! good iiir, oome hither. 

Come hither qmcklj ! heaye her up ! Oh, Heaven, sir ! 

Oh, Gk>d, my heart ! she's cold, eoid, cold, and stiff too. 

Stiff as a stake ; she's dead ! 
Pand. She's gone ; ne'er bend her : 

I know her heart, she could not want his company. 

Blessing go with tiiy soul ! sweet angels shadow it ! 

Oh, that I were the third now ! what a happiness ! 

But I must live to see you laid in earth both ; 

Then build a chapel to your memories, 

TVliere all my w^th shall fashion out your stories ; 

Then dig a little grave besides, and all's done. 

How sweet she looks ! her eyes are open, smiling : 

I thought she had been alive.^ 



FOITB PLAYS, OB MORAL BEPBESENTATIONS, IN OKU. 

CHILDBIIITH COMEOSTBB. 

TioUmiOt hmnnff home a child wUkout ker fatherU^ but nol her moikeife 
knowledge^ u comforted by the latter dming her confinemefU, 

Viol. Mother— rd not offend you — might not Gerrard 

Steal in, and see me in the evening ? 
Jng. Well; 

Bid him do so. 
Viol. Heaven's blessing o' your heart ! — 

Do you not call cmld-beariug trcmel^ mother ? 
Ang, Yes. 
Viol, It weU may be. GRie bare-foot traveller 

' 1 thought she had been alive.'] This is one of the most aflfecting 
deaths, and the involuntary murder of Virolet one of the most startling 
incidents^ in the whole circle of dramatic writing. 
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That's bom a pnnce, and walks his pilgrimage. 

Whose tender feet kiss the remorseless stones 

Onlj, ne'er felt a travel like to it. 

Alas, dear mother, you groan'd thus for me ; 

And yet, how disobedient have I been ! 
Anff, Peace, Violante ; thou hast always been 

Ghentle and good. 
Viol. Garrard is better, mother. 

Oh, if you knew the implicit innocency 

Dwells in his breast, you'd love him like yourprirf'rs. 

I see no reason but my father might 

Be told the truth, being pleased lor Ferdinand 

To woo himself; and Gerrard ever was 

His full comparative. My uncle loves him, 

As he loves Ferdinand. 
Anuf, No, not for the world ! 
VioL As you please, mother. I am now, methinks. 

Even in the land of Ease ; I'll sleep. 
Jng. Draw in 

The bed nearer the fire. — Silken rest 

Tie all thy cares up ! 

[" Violanta's prattle is so very pretty, and so natural in her ieUuaim% 
that I could not resist giving it a place. Juno Lucina was never in- 
voked with more elegance. Pope lias been praised for giving dignity to a 
same of cards. It required at least as much address to ennoble a Ijing- 
in," — Lamb. 

I must express mv disagreement with this fine critic on his concladiog 
observation. " Address" indeed it may require, with those who have 
at no time any but ignoble ideas of humanity ; but to an earnest and 
loving heart, culpable of expressing itself on such a subject, what could 
readily suggest more affecting and exalting words than an occasion which 
excites every tenderest fear, hope, and sympathy of a human creature? 
I am afraid we must say of our admirable frien^ on this shp of hispaa^ 
;)S Queen Constance said of the Cardinal,— 

" He talks to me, that never had a 8on."3 
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THE 3CASQUE OF THE INNEK TEMPLE AND GBAY^ DOT. 

A CELESTIAL DAITCE. 

Shake off your heavy trance, 

And leap into a dance, 

Such as no mortals use to tread ; 

Fit only for Apollo 
To play to, for the Moon to lead, 

And all the stars to follow ! 



THE ELDER BBOTHEB. 

A GLUTTON OF BOOKS. 

.Andrew arrives wiik the booh of his master Charles, the EUUtr Brother^ 
Enter Aitdbew, Cook, and Butler, with books. 

And. Unload part of the library, and make room 

For th' other dozen of carts ; I'll strait be with you* 

Cook, Why, hath he more books P 

And. More than ten marts send over. 

Butler. And can he tell their names P 

And. Their names ! he has 'em 

As perfect as his Pater Noeter ; but that's nothing ; 
He has read them oyer, leaf by leaf, three thousand 

times. 
But here's the wonder ; though their weight would sink 
A Spanish carrack,^ without other ballast, 
He carrieth them all in his head, and yet 
He walks upright. 

But. Surely he has a strong brain. 

And. If all thy pipes of wine were filled with books. 
Made of the barks of trees, or mysteries writ 
In old moth-eaten vellum, he would sip thy cellar 
Quite dry, and still be thirsty. Then, for's diet, 
He eats and digests more Yolumes at a meal. 
Than there would be larks (though the sky should fall) 
Serour'd in a month in Paris. Yet fear not, 

' Cairrack^ A large ship of buitbsa. 
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Sons o' th' buttery and kitchen ! though his leamrf 
stomach 

Cannot be appeas'd, he'll seldom trouble you ; 

His knowing stomach contemns your black-jacks,batleiv ' 

And your flagons ; and, cook, thy boil'd, thy roast, thy 
Cook. How liveth he ? [bakted 1 

And, Not as other men do ; 

Pew princes fare like him. He breaks his fast 

With Aristotle, dines with Tully, takes 

His watering with the Muses,^ sups with Livy, 

Then walks a turn or two in Via Lactea? 

And, after six hours' conference with tho stars. 

Sleeps with old Erra Pater} 

PREJUDICES T0& AlTD AOiJlfST BOOKS. 

MiBAMOiTT and Bbisac. 
Mir, Xay, brother, brother ! 

^ iratering with the Mu8et,'\ Waterutg, in the sense of a re&eshment 
between dinner and supper, wo\Ud answer vreU (sometimes too well) to 
the modem tea ; but in Beaumont and Fletcher's time, when tea ttss 
unknown, it seems to have meant takinc; any drink during that interfal 

*^ ViaLMiea,'] The Milky Way. 

3 Erra Fater,"] ** Erra Pater" (Father Erra), the "Francis Moow 
Physician" of ancient almanacks, is said to hare been some old astro- 
loger, now forgotten. 

" In mathematicks he was greater 
Than Tycho Braho or Erra Pater."— jET/wKJiw. 

The appellation sometimes meant the almanack itself. Perhaps it was a 
name for astrology in general (from erraret to wander), typified under tlie 
aspect of a be{u?ed sage, — old Father Wanderer ; i. e» the Companion 
of the Planets ; such being the meaning of the word planet. His Uix 
appears to have been a frontispiece to almanacks. In the SeartM 
Lad If (Act lY. Scene I.), an elderly waiting-woman is accused by a dis- 
appointed lover of having 

" A face as old as Erra Pater ; 
Such a prognosticating nose." 

This passage in the Elder Brother is supposed by the commentators, 
with great probability, to have been in tlio recollection of Congrcve 
when he wrote the beginning of Love for Love^ where Valentino eulogises 
reading, and speaks of a page in Epictctus as " a feast for an emperor." 
It is probable also, as others think, that tho character of Yalentine was 
further indebted to the Elder Brother. It may be observed that the 
title of Congrcve's play is to be found in the closing speech of Charles, 
HB given in the present volume. 
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Bru Fray, sir, be not moy'd ; 

I meddle with no business but mine own ; 
And, in mine own» 'tis reason I should govern. 

Mir. But know to govern then, and understand, sir. 
And be as wise as you're hasty. Though you be 
My brother, and from one blood sprung, I must tell you^ 
Heartily and home too— 

Bri. What, sir? 

JUir, What I grieve to find ; 

You are a fool, and an old fool, and that's two. 

Bri. We'll part 'em, if you please. 

Mir, No, they're entail'd to you. 

Seek to oeprive an honest noble spirit. 
Your eldest son, sir, and your very image 
(But he's so like you, that he fares the worse for't), 
Because he loves his book, and dotes on that. 
And only studies how to know things excellent. 
Above tne reach of such coarse brains as yours, 
Such muddy fancies, that never will know furtlier 
Than when to cut your vines, and cozen merchants. 
Andehoke your hide-bound tenants witli musty harvests ! 

Bri, You go too fast. 

Jftr. I'm not come to my pace yet. 

Because he has made his study all his pleasure, 
And is retired into his contemplation. 
Not meddling with the dirt and chaff of nature, 
That makes the spirit of the mind mud too. 
Therefore must he be flung from his inheritance ? 
Must he be dispossessed, and Monsieur Gingleboy, 
His younger brother 

Bru You forget yourself. 

J//r. Because he has been at court, andleam'dnew tongues, 
And how to speak a tedious piece of nothing. 
To vary his face as seamen do their compass. 
To worship images of gold and silver, 
And fall before the she-calves of the season, 
Therefore must he jump into his brother's land? 
Bri. Have you done yet, and have you spake enough 

•In praise of learning, sir ? 
IHr, Nev^ enough. 
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Bri. But, brother, do ^ou know what learning is P 

Mir. 'Tis not to be a justice of peace, as you are, 
And palter out your time i* th' penal statutes ; 
To hear the curious tenets controy^rted 
Between a Protestant constable and Jesuit coblilefe; 
Nor 'tis not the main moral of blind justice 
(Which is deep learning), when your worship's tenants 
Bring a light cause and heavy hens before you. 
Both tat and feasible, a goose or pig ; 
And then you sit, like Equity, with both hands 
Weighing indifferently the state o* th' question. 
These are your quodlioets,' but no learning, brother. 

Bri. You are so parlously in loye with learning, 

That I'd be glad to know what you understaiid, brother: 
I'm sure you have read all Anstotle. 

Mir. 'Faith, no : 

But I believe ; I have a learned faith, sir ; 
And that's it makes a gentleman of my sort. 
Though I can speak no Greek, I love the sound on't: 
It goes so tbunaering as it conjured devils : 
Charles speaks it loftily, and, if thou wert a man, 
Or hadst out ever heard of Homer's Iliads, 
Hesiod, and the G-reek poets, thou wouldst run mad. 
And hang thyself for joy thou hadst such a gentleman 
To be thy son. Oh, he has read such things to me ! 

Bri. And you do understand 'em, brother ? 

Mir. I tell thee, no ; that's not material ; the sound's 
Sufficient to confirm an honest man. 
Grood brother Brisac, does your young courtier, 
That wears the fine clothes, and is the excellent geatlc- 
The traveller, the soldier, as you think too, [man. 

Understand any other power than his tailor P 
Or know what motion is, more than an horse-race ? 
What the moon means, but to light him home from 
taverns P [clothes in ? 

Or the comfort of the sun is, but to wear slashed 
And must this piece of ignorance be popp'd up, 

^ QttodlidefsJ] " QidUet or quidlidet, what you t>leA8e ;"— tnytliii^ 
affirmed or deniccl, as any one pleases. — ^KiCHABDSOir's JHctioiutr^. 
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Eecanse 't can kiss the hand, and cry, " Sweet lady ?" 
Say, it had been at Home, and seen the relics, 
Drunk your Yerdea wine,^ and rid at ^Naples : 
Must this thii^ therefore 

Bru Yes, sir, this tmng most ! 

I will not trost my land to one so sotted, 
' • 80 grown like a disease unto his study. 
He that will fling off all occasions 
And cares, to make him understand what state is, 
And how to gOTem it, must, by that reason. 
Be flung himself aside from managing : 
My younger boy is a fine gentleman. 

Mir. lie is an ass, a piece of gingerbread, 

Gilt ^?er to please foolish girls [and] puppets. 

Bri, You are my elder brother. . 

Afar* So I had need. 

And have an elder wit ; thou'dst shame us all else. 
Gh> to ! I say Charles shall inherit. 

Bri. I say no. 

Unless Charles had a soul to understand it. 
Can he manage six thousand crowns a-yeor 
Out of the metaphysics ? or can all 
His leam'd astronomy look to my vineyards P 
Can the drunken old poets make up my vines P 
(I know, they can drink 'em) or your excellent human- 
Sell 'em the merchants for my best advantage P [ists 
Can history cut my hay, or get my com in ? 
And can geometry vent it in the market ? 
Shall I have my sheep kept with a Jacob's staff, now ? 
I wonder you wiU magn^ this madman ; 
You that are old and should understand. 

Mir. Should, say'st thou, 

Ihou monstrous piece of ignorance in office ! 

GRiou that hast no more knowledge than thy clerk infuses, 

Thy dapper clerk, larded with ends of Latin, 

And he no more than custom of his office ; 

Thouunreprievable dunce! (that thy formal band-strings, 

Thy ring, nor pomander,^ cannot expiate for) 

* Verdgm «m#.] A celebrated Tuscan white wine, called verdea from. 
ita bayii^ a tint inclining to green. 
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Dost fchou tell me I should P 111 poze thy worship 

In thine own librarTy an almanack ; 

Which thou art daily poring on, to pick out 

Days of iniquity to cozen fools in. 

And full moons to cut cattle ! Dost thou taint mo, 

That have run over stoiy, poetry, 

Humanity ? 
BrL As a cold nipping shadow 

Does over ears of com, and leave 'em blasted. 

Put up your anger ; what Til do. Til do. 
Mir, Thou shalt not do. 
BrL I will. 
Mir. Thou art an ass, then, 

A dull old tedious ass ; thou art ten timee ^rse, 

And of less credit, than dunce HoUingshed,* 

The Englishman, that writes of shows and sheriffs. 

KXOWLEDGS A BSTTEB LOYE*HAKBB THAX IGKOBAVCI. 

The Eider Brother^ who teas about to give up ht hirthrighi io the Tounfer 
out of contempt of everything hut hu books^ it diverted from kit purpose 

bg love. 

Scene — A Room in the House of Angelina's Father. 

Enter the Pather, the Lady, Eustace (the Younger Brother), 
the Uncle, Pnest, Notary, and others. 

Notary. Come, let him bring his son's hand, and all*8 done. 

Is yours ready ? 
Priest, xes, I'll despatch ye presently, 

Immediately ; lor in truth I'm a-hungry. 
Eustace. Do ; speak apace, for we believe exactly.— 

Do we not stay long, mistress P 
Angelina. I find no fault : — 

Better things well done, than want time to do them. — 

Uncle, why are you sad ? 

^ Pomander J\ From the French, pomme d*ambre, an apple of amitr. 
X ball of perfumes. — BiCHAaDS0N*s Dictionarg. 

' Bwtee HoUingshed.'] I know not what antiquaries think of this 
Fummary estimate of one of their favourite historians. Frobablj be 
•offended our poets for the same reason (whatever it was) that got him 
into trouble with the censorship under Queen Elisabeth. 
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Mirabel, Sweet-Bmelling blossom ! 

Would I were thine uncle to thine own content : 
rd make thj husband's state a thousand better, 
A yearly thousand. Thou hast miss'd a man 
(But that he is addicted to his study, 
And knows no other mistress than his mind) 
Would weigh down bundles of these empty kei|:es.i 

Ang. Can he speak, sir P 

Mir. 'Faith, yes; but not to women : 

His language is to Heaven and heavenly wonder. 
To nature, and her dark and secret causes. 

Jnff. And does he speak well there P 

Mir. Oh, admirably ! 

But he's too bashful to behold a woman ; 
There's none that sees him, nor he troubles none. 

Anff. He is a man. 

Mir. 'Faith, yes, and a clear sweet spirit. 

Anff. Then conversation, methinks 

Mir. So think I; 

But 'tis his rugged fiite, and so I leave you. 

Ang. I like thy nobleness* 

Bust. See, my^ mad undo 

Is courting my fair mistress. 

Lew. Let him aknie ; 

There's nothing tliat allays an angry mind 
So soon as a sweet beauty.- He'U come to us. 

Enter Bri81.c and Chablss. 

Euet. My £EU:her's here, my brother too! that's a wonder; 

Broke like a spirit from his cell. 
i?rt. Come hither, 

Come nearer, Charles ; 'twas your desire to see 

My noble daughter, and the company. 

And give your brother joy, and then to seal, boy. 

You do like a good brother. 

' Kexet,2 Hollow, withered stems. 
^ A no€et beauty,'] 

** So easy 'tis to appease the stormy wind 
Of malice, in the calm of pleasaAt womankind." 

SpenteTm 
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Lew. "Matty f ^^^^ ^^* 

Asd lie shall have mj love for ever for*t. 

Put to your hand now. 
Not. Here's the deed, sir, ready. 
Char. No, you must pardon me awhile. I tell you, 

I am in contemplation ; do not trouble me. 
Bri. Come, leave thy study, Charles. 
Char, m leave my life first : 

I study now to be a man ; IVe found it. 

[^Lookinff at AsQVUSiu 

Before, what man was, was but my argument. 
Mir. I like this best of all ; he has taken fire : 

His dull mist flies away. 
Eust. Will you write, brother ? 
Char. No, brother, no ; I have no time for poor things; 

I'm taking the height of that bright constellation. 
Bri. I say you trifle time, son. 
Char. I wiU not seal, sir : 

I am your eldest, and I'll keep my birthright ; 

For, Heaven forbid I should become example. 

Had you only show'd me land, I had delivered it. 

And Deen a proud man to have parted with it ; 

'Tis dirt, ana labour. — Do I speak right, uncle ? 
Mir. Bravely, my boy ; and bless thy tongue ! 
Char. rU forward. 

But you have open'd to me such a treasure, — [tune!) 

(Aside. I find my mind free ; Heaven direct my for- 
Mir. Can he speak now P Is this a son to sacrifice ? 
Char. Such an inimitable piece of beauty. 

That I have studied long, and now found only, 

That I'll part sooner with my soul of reason^ 

And be a plant, a beast, a fiah, a fly. 

And only make the number of things up. 

Than yield one foot of land, if she be tied to 't I 
Lew. He speaks unhappily. 
Anff. And, methinks, bravely. 

This the mere scholar ? 
Eust. You but vex yourself, brother. 

And vex your study too. 
Char. Go you and study ; 
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Por 'tis time, young Eustace. You want man and 

manners ; 
I hare studied both, altbough I made no show on't. 
Go, turn the volumes orer I have read. 
Eat and digest them, that thej may grow in thee : 
Wear out the tedious night with tny dim lamp, 
And sooner lose the day than leave a doubt : 
Distil the sweetness from the poet's spring, 
And learn to love ; thou know'st .not what fair is : 
Traverse the stories of the great heroes ;* 
The wise and civil lives of good men walk through : 
Thou hast seen nothing but the face of countries, 
And brought home notoing but their empty words [ 
Why shouldst thou wear a jewel of this worth, 
That hast no worth within thee to preserve her ? 

Te addresses AuroiEiiTSA,) 

Beauty clear and fair, 
Where the air 

Bather like a perfume dwells ; 
Where the yiolet and the rose 
Their blue veins in blush disclose. 

And come to honour nothing else j^ 

Where to live near, 

And planted there, 
Is to live, and still live new ; 
Where to gain a favour is 
* More than light, perpetual bliss, — 

Make me live by serving you. 

Pear, again back recall^ 
To this light, 

A stranger to himself and all. 
Both the wonder and the story 
Shall be yours, and eke the glory : 

I am your servant, and your tliraU. 

^ Heroes.'] The Latin trisyllable plural, not then discontinued in 
!nglish. 

- Come to honour nothing else^ This is obscure. Perhaps it means tliat 
ley come to honour nothing less meritorious than what sucli modest 
eauty can approve. 

' Again back recall.'] This monstrous tautologj^ (to say nothing of the 
uneness of the verse) could hardly have been in the original manu- 
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J/ir. Speak Buch another ode, and take all je^ I 
Wnat Bay you to the scholar now ? 

Anff, I wooder ! — 

Is he your brother, sir P 

EusL Yes. — Would he were buried ! 

I fear he'll make an ass of me ; a younker. 

Anff, Speak not so softly, sir ; 'tis very likely. 

/iri. Come, leave your finical talk, and let's dispatch, CharidS. 

Char. Dispatch what ? 

hri. Why, the land. 

Char, You are deceiv'd, sir : 

Now I perceive what 'tis that wooes a woman. 

And what maintains her when she's woo'd. I'll stop here; 

A wilful poverty ne'er made a beauty, 

Nor want of means maintain' d it virtuously. 

Though land and monies be no happiness^ 

Yet they are counted good additions. 

That use I'll make ; he that neglects a blessing, 

Though he want present knowledge how to use ic, 

Neglects himself. — May be, I have done you wrong, ladj, 

Whose love and hope went hand in hand together ; 

May be, my brother, that has long expected 

The happy hour, and bless' d my ignorance — 

Pray give me leave, sir, — I shall clear all doubts — 

Why did they show me you ? Pray tell me that. 

Mir. He'll talk thee into a pension* for thy knavery. 

Char, You, happy you ! why did you break unto me ? 
The rosy-finger' d morn ne'er broke so sweetly. 
I am a man, and have desires within me, 
Afiections too, though they were drown'd awhile, 

ecript. The want of rlijme aluo to the word lights and the difference in 
that respect from the other stanzas, with the still further aggrsTatioii 
of a rhyme twice repeated, show clearly that there must be soma 
mistake nere, either of printer or copyist. Might not the words ha?e 
been deoTf re -unite ? or dear^ again unite ? or dear angel^ re-wnte ? The 
first lines of the two preceding stanxas are not of equal length ; to tibft 
1 he metre of any one of these substitutes would not have been inooft* 
fidtent. 

' Talk thee into a pention.'] Make a scholar of thee against thy will 
by hi« eloquence ? An allusion to an order of students ao called at 
c'ainbridgeP—Or does it mean, that he will talk the Younger Brother 
into the jH'tty allowance of money, common to rach jnniora f 
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And lay dead, till the spriiig of beaut j RdsM them : 

Till I saw those eyes, Iwas but a lump, 

A chaos of confuaedness dwelt in me ; 

Then from those eyes shot Lore, and he distinguiah'd 

And into form he drew my faculties ; 

And now I know my land, and now I lo^e teo. 
I^rL We had best remore the maid. 
Ckar, It is too late, sir ; 

I have her figure here. Nay, frown not, Eustace, 

There are le»i worthy souls for younger brothers : 

This is no form of siUc, but sanctity, 

Which wild lasciyious hearts can never dignify. 

Eemove her where you will, I walk along stiU, 

Eor, like the light, we make bo separation. 

You may sooner ^urt the billows of the sea, 

And put a bar betwixt their fellowships, 

Than blot out my remembrance; sooner shut 

Old Time into a den, and stay his motion ; 

Wash off the swift hours from his downy wings, 

Or steal eternity to stop his glass. 

Than shut the sweet idea I we in me. 

Eoom for an Elder Brother ! Pray give place, sir ! 
Mir. He has studied duel too : take heed, he'll beat thee ! 

He has frighted the old justice into a fever ! 

I hope, he'll disinherit him too for an ass ; 

!For, though he be grave with years, he's a great baby. 
Char, Do not you think me mad ? 
Anff. No, certain, sir : 

I have heard nothing from you but things excellent. 
Char, You look upon my dothes, and laugh at me ; 

"Mj scurvy clothes ! 
jinff. They have rich linings, sir. 

I would your brother 

Char, His are gold, and gaudy. 

Aitff. But toucn 'em inwardly, they smell of copper. 

Char. Can you love me P I am an heir, sweet lady, 

However I appear a poor dependant. 

liove you with honour ? I shall love so ever. 

Is vour eye ambitious ? I may be a great man. 

Is t wealth or lands you covet ? my fother must die. 
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Mir, That was well put in ; I hope he'll take it deeply. 

Char, Old men are not immortal, as I take it. 
Is it you look for youth and handsomeness ? 
I do conit^ss my brother 's a handsome gentleman : 
Sut he shall give me leave to lead the way, lady. 
Can you love /op love, and make that the reward ? 
The old man shall not love his heaps of gold 
"With a more doting superstition. 
Than I'li love you ; the young man, his delights ; 
The merchant, when he ploughs the angry sea up,. 
And sees the mountain-billows falling on him, * 
As if all elements, and all their angers, 
"Were tum'd into one vow'd destruction. 
Shall not with greater joy embrace his safety. 
"We'll live together like two wanton vines. 
Circling our souls and loves in one another ; 
"We'll spring together, and we'll bear one frui* ; 
One joy shall make us smile, and one grief mourn, 
One age go with us, and one hour of death 
Shall close our eyes, and one grave make us happy. 

Ang. And one hand seal the match. I am yours for ever ! 

[" The Elder Brother has been generally reckoned among the beet of 
Fletcher's comedies. It displays in a new form an idea not very new in 
fiction, — the power of love, on the first sight of woman, to vivify a soul 
utterly ignorant of the passion. Charles, the Elder Brother, much miliie 
the Cymon of Dryden, is absorbed in study ; a mere scholar vrithout ft 
thought beyond his books. His indifierence, perhaps, and ignoraiioe of 
the world are rather exaggerated, and border on stupidity ; but it was 
the custom of tho dramatists in that age to produce effect in repre* 
sentation by verj' sudden developments, if not changes, of characteL 
Tho other persona are not ill conceived j tho honest testy Miramont, 
who admires learning, without much more of it than enables him to sign 
his name, tho two selfish worldly fathers of Charles and Angelina^ 
believing themselves shrewd, yet tho easy dupea of coxcomb manners 
from the court, the spoiled but not worthless Eustace, show Fletcher's 
great talent in dramatic invention. In none of his mere comedies has 
he sustained so uniformly elegant and pleasing a style of poetry ; the 
language of Charles is naturally that of a fine scholar ; but now ana then, 
perhaps, we find old Miramont talk above himself.'* — Hallah.] 



THX SPAJaSH CUBAZX* ISIS 

TSE SPAMSH CUfiATE. 

HOW TO COITTEBT POOB MEHOBEES INTO GIFTED 0XX8. ' 

Leandro, m furtherance of om adventure on tpJueh he is lound^ emplojfS 
a mode of persuasion with Lopez the Spanish Curate, and IHeffO las 
Sexton^ hf which they are suddenly convinced of their extreme mi- 
limacy vnth a gentleman^ of whose existence they were iffnonaU the 
minute before, 

LoPBZ and Diego, Lsastdbo overhearing thewu 

Lop. Poop stirring for poor yicars. 

Die. And poor sextons. 

JLop. We piajy and pray^ but to no purpose ; 

Those that enjoj our hmds, choke our derotions; 

Our poor thin stipends make us arrant dunces. 
Die. If you live miserably, how shall we do, master. 

That are fed only with the sound of prayers ? 

We rise and ring the bells to get good stomacht, 

And must be fain to eat the ropes with reverenoe* 
Lop* When was there a christ'ning, Diego P 
Die. Not this ten weeks. 

They are so hard-hearted here too, 

They will not die ; there's nothing got by burials. 
Lop. Diego, the air's too pure, they cannot perish. 

To liaT6 a thin stipend, and an everlasting parish^ 

Lord, what a torment 'tis ! 
Die. Good sensible master, 

You are allow'd to pray against all weathers, 
' Both foul and fair, as you shall find occasion ; 

Why not against all au*s ? 
Lcp. That's not i' th' canons. 

We must remove into a muddy air, 

A most contagious climate. '^^ 

Die. We .must, certain; 

An air that is the nursery of agues. 
Lop. Gouts and dead palsies. 
Die. Surfeits, if we haa 'em ; 

Those are rich marie, they make a church-yard fiit. 
Lop. Then wills and funeral sermons come in season. 

And feasts that make us frolic. 
Die. 'Would I could see 'em ! 
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Lop. And though I weep i' th* pulpit for my brother, 
Yet, Diego, here I laugh. 

Die. The cause requires it. 

Lean. A precious pair of youths ! I must make toward 'em. 

[Comiiig Jhrward, 

Lop. Who's that P Lookout; it seems he would sp^ik to us. 
I hope a marriage, or some will to make, Diego. 

Die, My friend, your business ? 

Lean. 'Tis to that grave gentleman. — 
Bless your good learning, sirl 

Lop. And bless you also ! 

He bears a promising face ; there's some hope toward. 

Lean. I have a letter to your worship. [Otvet a tetter. 

Lop. Well, sir. 

From whence, I pray you ? 

Lean. From Nova Hispania, sir, 

And from an ancient friend oi yours. 

Lop. 'Tis well, sir ; 

'Tis very well. — (Jside.) The devil a one I know thert. 

Die. (aside to Lop.) Take heed of a suap, sir; he has a 
I do not like his way. [cozening countenance. 

Loj). Let him go forward. 

Can tab it vacuus;^ they that have nothing, fear nothing* 

[Reads the letter^ 

Sif/nior Lopez, since my arrival from Cordova to these parts, 
I have written divers letters unto you^ but as yet re- 
ceived no answer of any — Good and very good — Mi 
although so great a for get fulness might cause a went 
in my due correspondence^ yet the desire I have stiU t(^ 
sej've you, must more prevail with me — Better and bet* 
ter : The devil a man know I yet — and therefore, with 
the present occasion offered, I am willing to crave a «w- 

^ " Cantabit racuus coram latfone yiator." 
(Your penniless traveller shall sing in the thiefs presence.) 

From a passage in Juvenal, thus translated by Dryden : — 

** The fearful passenger who travels late, 
Charg'd with the carriage of a paltry plate. 
Shakes at the moonshine shadow of a rush. 
And sees a rod>coat rise from every bush ; 
The beggar sings, even when he sees the place 
Beset mth. thieTes^ and never mends hit paee.*^ 
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tiHuanee of tJie favours whieh I have heretofore received 
from yov, tmd do recommend my son, Leandro, the bearer, 
to you, with request that he may be admitted in that 
umigereUy, till euch time as I shall arrive at home. His 
studies he will make you acquainted withal. This kind- 
ness shall supply the want of your slackness : and so. 
Heaven keep you. Tours, Jlojizo Tiveria. 

Alonzo Tiveria ! Very "well. 

A very ancient friend of mine, I take it ; 

For, till this hour, I never heard his name yet. 
Lean. You look, sir, as ifyou had forgot my father. 
Zop. No, no, I look as [ifj I would remember him ; 

For that I never remember' d, I cannot forget, sir. 

Alonzo Tiveria ? 
Lean. The same, sir. 
Lop. And now i* th' Indies ? 
Lean, Yes. 
/-op. He may be anywhere, 

For aught that I consider. 
Lean. Think again, sir; 

You were students both at one time in Salamanca, 

And as I take it, chamber-fellows. 
Lop. Ha? 

Lean. Nay, sure, you must remember. 
Lop. 'Woidd I could ! • 

Lean. I have heard him say yqji were gossips too. 
Lap. Very Hkely ; 

You did not hear him say to whom ? for we students 

May ofb-times over-reach our memories. — 

(Jnde.') Post thou remember, Diego, this same signior ? 

Thou hast been mine these twenty years. 
Die. {aside ^ BememberP 

Why, this fellow would make ye mad. Nova Hispania ? 

And Signior Tiveria ? What are these ? 

He may as well name ye friends out of Cataya.* 

Take heed, I beseech your worship. — Do you hear, my 

You have no letters for me ? [friend ? 

1 Cataya,'] Cathay :— China, or Chinese Tartaiy. The word was 
popnlariy used for the one^ bat hy geographers iqppropriated to the other. 
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J^an. Not any letter ; 

But I was charged to do my father's love 

To the old honest sexton, Diego. Are you he, corP 

Die. Ha! have I friends, and know 'em notP Mymdoe 
is Diego ; 
But if either I rememher you or your fisitha*. 
Or Nova Hispania (I was never there, sir). 
Or any kindred that you have — (aside.) For Heaven 
Let's cast about a little, and consider ; [sake, master, 
We may dream out our time. 

Lean . It seems I am deceiv'd, sir : 

Yet, that you are Don Lopez, all men tell me. 
The curate here, and have been some time, sir, 
And vou the sexton Diego ; such I am sent to ; 
The letter tells as much. May be they're dead. 
And you of the like names succeed, I thank ye, gen- 
Ye have done honestly in telling the truth ; [tlemen; 
I might have been forward else ; for to that Lopez, 
That was my father's friend, I had a charge, 
A charge of money to deliver, gentlemen ; 
Five hundred ducats, a poor small gratuity. 
But since you are not he {Preparing to go. 

Lop. Good sir, let me think ; {Interrupting* 

I pray ye be patient ; pray ye, stay a little : 
Nay, let me remember ; I beseech you stay, sir. 

Bie. An honest noble friend, that sends so lovingly - 
An old friend too ; I shall remember, sure, sir. 

Lop. Thou say*st true, DJego. 

Bie. (aside to Lop.) 'Pray ye consider quickly ; 

Do, do, by any means. — (Aloud). Methinks, already,', 
A grave staid gentleman comes to my memory. 

Lean. He's old indeed, sir. 

Bie. With a goodly white beard : 

(For now he must be so ; I know he must be. 
Signior Alonzo, master. 

Lop. I begin to have him. 

Bie. He has been from hence about some twenty yearSi sir* 

Lean. Some five-and-twenty, sir. 

Bie. You say most true, sir ; 

Just to an hour, 'tis now just five-and-twenty. 
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A fine straight timber'd man, and a brave soldier. 

He married — ^let me see— 
Leatu De Castro's daughter. 
Die. The very same. 
Lean, (aside). Thou art a very rascal 1 

De Castro is the Turk to thee, or anything. 

The money rubs 'em into strange remembrances ; 

Por as many ducats more they would remember Adam. 
Lap* Give me your hand ; you are welcome to your coun- 

Now I remember plainly, manifestly, [try ; 

As freshly as if yesterday I had seen him. 

Most heartily welcome ! SinM that I am, 

Most sinful man ! why should I lose this gentleman ? 

This loving old companion P We had all one soul^ sir. 

He dwelt here hard by, at a handsome— 
Lean. Earm, sir : 

You say most true. 
Lop. Alonzo Tiveria ! [knave thus ! 

Lord, lord, that time should play the treacherous 

Why, he was the only friend I had in Spain, sir. 

I knew your mother too, a handsome gentlewoman ; 

She was married very young : I married 'em. 

I do remember now the masques and sports then. 

The fire-works, and the fine delights. GK>od fiEuth, sir. 

Now I look in your fiM5e— whose ejres are those, Diego ? 

Nay, if he be not just Alonzo's pictur e 
Lean, (aiide). Lord, how I blush for these two impudents! 
Die. Well, gentleman, I think your name's Leandro. 
Lean. It is, indeed* sir. [else. 

(Jmde). Gra'-mercy, letter ; thou hadst never known 
Die. I have dandled you, and kiss'd you, and playM with 
you, 

A hundred and a hundred times, and danced you, 
And swung you in my bell-ropes — ^you loved swinging. 
Lop. A sweet boy. [for thousands P 

Lean, (aside). Sweet lying knaves ! What would these do 
Lop. A wondrous sweet boy then it was. See now, 

Time, that consumes us, shoots him up still sweeter. 
How does the noble gentleman P how fares he P [try ? 
When shall we see him P when will he bless his coun- 



1 
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Lean. Oh, very sbortlj, sir. Till his retuzn. 
He has sent me over to your cbmrge. 

Zap, And welcome ; 

Naj, YOU shall know you are welcome to your Menj^ip. 

Lean. And to my study, sir, which must be the law. 
To further which, he would entreat your care 
To plant me in the fayour of some man 
That's expert in that knowledge. For his pains 
I have three hundred ducats more ; for my diet. 
Enough, sir, to defray me; which I am charged 
To take still, as I use it, &om your custody. 
I have the money ready, and I am weaiy. 

Lop, Sit down, sit down ; and, once more, you're most 
The law you have hit upon most happily ; [welcome. 
Here is a master in that art, Bartolus, 
A neighbour by ; to him I will prefer you ; 
A learned man, and my most loving neighbour. 
I'll do you faithful service, sir. 

Die. {aside to Lopez), He's an ass. 

And so we'll use him ; ho shall be a lawyer ! 

Lap. But, if ever he recover this money again — Before, Diego, 
And get some pretty pittance ; my pupil*s hungry. 

Lean, 'Pray you, sir, unlade me. 

Lop, rU refresh you, sir : 

AVIien you want, you know your exchequer. 

Lean, (aside), K all this get me but access, I am Kappj. 

PBSOIOVS UTTEBAITCB. 

Dearest, do not you delay me. 

Since thou know'st I must be gone ; 
Wind and tide, 'tis thought, doth stay me. 
But 'tis wind that must be blown 
Prom that breath, whose native smell 
Indian odours doth excel. 

Oh, then speak, thou fairest fair, 

Kill not him that vows to serve thee ; 
But perfume this neighbouring air, 
Else dull silence, sure, will starve me : 
'Tis a word that's quickly spoken. 
Which being restram'd, a heart is broken. 
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THE SEXTO^f's WILL. 

Xiego^ pretending to he dyUtg, hetpieatht imaginary sums qf wtontg to 

JBartoitu and othert, 

ScEiE^fi — A Room vnth a Curtain in ike background, A Talie 
set out with a Standishy Pens, and Paper, 

Enter LoF£z the Curate, and Babtolus the Lawyer. 

Bar. Is't possible be sboold be rich P 
Lop. Most possible ; 

He batn been long (though he'd but little gettings) 

Drawing together, sir. 
Bar. Accounted a poor sexton ! 

Honest, poor JJiego. 
Lop. I assure you, a close fellow ; 

Both close and scraping ; anil that fills the bags, sir. 
Bar. A notable good fellow too. 
Lop. Sometimes, sir ; 

When he hoped to drink a man into a surfeit, 

That he might gain by his grave. 
Bar. So many thousands P 
Lop. Heaven knows what. 
Bar. *Tis strange, 'tis very strange. But, we see, by endea- 

And honest labour [vour,. 

Lop. Milo, by continuance, 

Grew, from a silly calf (with your worship's reverence). 

To carry a bull. Erom a penny to a pound, sir, 

And from a pound to many. 'Tis the progress. 
Bar. You say true. But he loved to feed well also ; 

And that, methinks 

Lop. Prom another man's trencher, sir, 

And there he found it season'd with small charge ; 

There he would play the tyrant, and would devour you 

More than the graves he made. At home he liv'd 

Like a cameleon ; suck'd the air of misery ; 

And grew fat by the brewis of an egg-shell ; 

Would smell a cook's shop, and go home and siurfeit. 

And be a month in fasting out that fever. 
Bar. These are good symptoms. Does he lie so sick, say 
Lop. Oh, very sick. [you P 

Bar. And chosen me executor ? 
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Lop, Only your worship. 

Bar, No nope of his amendment P 

Lop, None, that we find. 

Bar. He hath no kinsmen neither? ^ 

Lop. 'Truth, very few. 

Bar. His mind will be the quieter. 
What doctors has he P 

Lop, There's none, sir, he believes in. 

Bar, They are but needless things, in such extremities. 
Who draws the good man's will P 

Lop. Marry that do I, sir ; 
And to my grief. 

Bar, Grief will do little now, sir ; 

Draw it to your comfort, friend, and as I counie you, 
An honest man : but such men live not always. 
Who are about him ? 

Lcp, Many, now he is passing, [men 

That would pretend to his love ; yes, and some gentle- 
That would min counsel him, and be of his kindred. 
Bich men can want no heirs, sir. 

Bar. They do ill, 

Indeed they do, to trouble him ; very ill, sir. 
But we shtdl take a care. 

[The Curtain is drawn, and Diego discovered in a bed, 
MiLANES, ABSEmco, and FarishionerSy about him,] 



Lop, Now you may see in what state- 
Give him fresh air. 

Bar. I am sorry, neighbour Diego, 
To find you in so weak a state. 

Lie. You're welcome ; 
But I am fleeting, sir. 

Bar, Methinks he looks weL ; 

His colour fresh, and strong ; his eyes are cheerful. 

Lop. A glimmering before death ; 'tis nothing else, sir. 
Do you see how he fumbles with the sheet P do yea 
note that ? 

Bie. My learned sir, 'pray you sit. I am bold to send for 
To take a care of what I leave. - [you, 

Lop, Do you hear that P 
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Arg, (aside to Diego), Play the knave finely ! 
Die. So I will, I warrant you, 

And carefully. — 
Bar, 'Pray ye do not trouble him ; 

You see he's weak, and has a wand 'ring fancy. 
Die. My honest neighbom*s, weep not ; I must leave ye ; 
I cannot always bear ye company ; 
We must drop still ; there is no remedy. — 
'Pray ye, master curate, will you write my testament. 
And write it largely, it may be remember'd ? 
And be witness to my legacies, good gentlemen. 
Tour worshipldo make my full executor; [To Babtolus. 
Ton are a man of wit and understanding. 
Give me a cup of wine to raise my spirits, 
Por I speak low. I would, before these neighbours, 
Have you to swear, sir, that you'll see it executed, 
And what I give let equally be render'd, 
Por my soul's health. 
Bar. I vow it truly, neighbours : 

Let not that trouble you ; before all these, 
Once more I give my oath. 
Die, Then set me higher, 
' And pray ye come near me all. 
Lop. "We're ready for you. 
Die, first, then. 

After I have given my body to the worms 

(For they must be serv'd first, they're seldom co- 

Lop, . Eemember your parish, neighbour. [zen'd) 

Die, You speak truly ; 

I do remember it, — ^a vile parish, — 
And pray it may be mended. To the poor of it, 
Whicn is to all the parish, I give nothing ; 
Por nothing unto nothing is most natural : 
Yet leave as much space as will build an hospital ; — 
Their children may pray for me. 
Bar. What do you give to it ? 
Die. Set down two thousand ducats. 
Bar, 'Tia a good gift. 

And will be long remember'd. 
Die, To your worship, 
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Because you must take pains to see all fimsh'd, 

I give two thousand more-rit maybe tliree, 

A poor gratuity for your pains-taking. 
Jiar, These are large sums. 
lA)p, Nothing to him that has 'em. 
Die, To my old master vicar I give iRve hundred ; 

Five hundred and five hundred are too few, sir; 

But there be more to serve. 
Bar, (aside). This fellow coins, sure. 
Die, Give me some more drink. 
Bar, If he be worth all these, I'm made for ever. 
Die. I give five hundred pounds to buy a church-yard, 

A spacious church-yard, to lie thieves and knaves ii 

Bich men and honest men take all the room up. 
Lop. Are you not weary ? 
Die. Never of well-doing. 
Bar, These are mad legacies. 
Die, They were got as madly. 

My sheep and oxen, and my moveables. 

My plate and jewels, and five hundred acres-— 

I have no heirs — 
Bar, This cannot be ; 'tis monstrous. 
Die, Three ships at sea too — 
Bar, You have made me full executor ? 
Die, Pull, full, and total. 'Would I had more to give you; 

But these may serve an honest mind. 
Bar, You say true, 

A very honest mind, and make it rich too ; [monies ? 

Bich, wondrous rich! But, where shall I raise these 

About your house, I see no such great promises. 

Where shall I find these sums ? 
Die. Even where you please, sir ; 

You're wise and provident, and know business, [able. 

Even raise 'em where you shall think good ; I'm reason- 
Bar, Think good ? will tmit raise thousands ? 

What do you make me ? 



■M 




lieie you please, for you know where the wealth is. 
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r. I am abua'd, betnj'd ! I am laogh'd ai, acom'd, 

BafSbd, and Ixned, it aeema ! 
9. No, no -y you are fool'd. 
p. Most finely fool'd, and handaomelj, and neatly ; 

Such conmng mastera most be fboi'd aometimeSy air ; 

We are but quit. Yon fool us of our monies. 
e, Ha» ha^ ha, ha ! some mofe drink for my heart, gentle- 

This merry lawyer — ^Ha,lia^ ha, ha! this scholar — [men. 

I think this fit will cure me ! This eiecntor 

I shall laugh out my lungs ! 
tr. This is derision abore anffsranoe ; yilkdny 

Plotted and set against me ! 
>. 'Faith, 'tis knavery ; ' 

In troth, I must confess thou art fool'd indeed, htwyer* 

i7. Did you think, had this man been rich 

ir. *Tis well, sir. 

iL He would have chosen such a wolf, a canker, 

A maggot-pate, to be his whole executor ? 
}p, A lawyer, that entang^ all men's honesties. 

And lives like a spider in a cobweb Inridng, 

And catching at all flies that pass his pitfalls,—' 

Would he trust you P Do you deserve 
ie. I find, gentlemen. 

This cataplasm of a well-cozen'd lawyer 

Laid to my stomach, lenifies my fever. 

Methinks I could eat now, and walk a little. 
orr. I am ashamed to feel how flat I'm cheated; 

How ^ssly, and malidouslv, made a may-game ! 

Gbd vield you, and God thank you ! I am fool'd, gentle- 

The lawyer is an ass, I do confess it, [men ! 

A weak, dull, shallow ass ! Good even to your worships ! 

Vicar, remember, vicar ! Bascal, remember, 

Thou notable rich rascal ! 



THE BEGOABS* BUSH. 
BEeOABS' HOIirDAT S0K€U 

Cast our caps and cares away i 
This is beggars' hdiday I . 
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At the crowning of our king, 
Thus we ever dance and sing. 
In the world look out and see, 
Where's so happy a prince as he P 
Where the nation lires so free, 
And so merrj as do we? 
Be it peace, or be it war. 
Here at liberty we are. 
And enjoy our ease and rest : 
To the field we are not pressed ; 
Nor are calFd into the town, 
To be troubled with the gown. 
Hang all offices, we cry, 
And the magistrate too, by. 
When the subsidy's increas'd, 
We are not a penny sess'd ; 
Nor will any go to law 
With the beggar for a straw. 
All which happiness, he brags. 
He doth owe imto his rags. 

PBIDE OP BANE ADMONISHED. 

JUlorez, Prince of Flanders, disguised as a merchant under ifie name of Got- 
jt;w, during the usurpation of his right, rebukes one of iJie usurper*s cap- 
tains, who does not know him, for treating his addressee to his niece tnth 
contempt, 

GoswiN, Hempskibke, Hxjbeet, VANDinrKE, Mabgabot 

(his Wife)^ and Gebtbude. 

Hemp, {to Gert,) You must not only know me for your uncle 
Now, but obey me : You go cast yourself 
Away, upon a dunghill here ! a merchant ! 
A petty fellow ! one that makes his trade 
With oaths and perjuries ! 

6r08, What is that you say, sir ? 

If it be me you speak of, as your eye 

Seems to direct, I wish you'd speak to me, sir. 

Hemp. Sir, I do say, she is no merchandize ; 
Will that suffice you ? 

Gos. Merchandize, good sir ! 

Tho' you be kinflman to her, take no leave thence 
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To use xne with contempt : I ever thought 

Your niece above all price. 
Hen^. And do bo still, sir. 

I assure you, her rate's at more than you are worth. 
Go8. You do not know what a gentleman's worth, sir, 

Nor can ^ou yalue him. 
Huh. Well said, merchant ! 
Vand. Nay, 

Let hun alone, and ply your matter. 
Hemp, A gentleman P 

What, of the wool-pack ? or the sugar-chest? 

Or lists of velvet ? Which is't, pound or yard, 

You vent your gentry by P 
Huh. Oh, Hempskirke, fie ! 
Vand. Come, do not mind 'em ; drink ! — He is no Wolfort, 

Captain, I advise you. 
Hemp. Alas, my pretty man, 

I think't be angry, by its look. Come hither ; 

Turn this way a uttle. If it were the blood 

Of Charlemagne, as't may, for aught I know, 

Be some good botcher's issue, here in Bruges 

Go9. HowP 

Hemp, JSay, I'm not certain of that ; of this I am. 

If it once buy and sell, its gentry's gone. 
€h>8. Ha, ha ! 

Hen^. You're angiy, though you laugh. 
€r09. No, now 'tis pity 

Of your poor argument. Do not you, the lords 

Of land (if you be any), sell the grass, 

The com, the straw, the milk, the cheese 

Vand. And butter : 

Bemember butter : do not leave out butter. 
Go9. The beefs and muttons, that your grounds are stor'd 

Swine, with the very mast, beside the woods ? [with ? 
Hemp. No, for those sordid uses we have tenants. 

Or else our bailiffs. 
Go8. Have not we, sir, chapmen. 

And factors, then, to answer these ? Your honour, 

Fetch'd from the heralds' ABC, and said over 

With your court faces, once an hour, shall never 

Q 



1 
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Make me mistake myself. Do oot your Yaiwyem 
Sell all their practice, as your priests l^eir pvi^eiB? 
What 18 not Dought and sold P The company 
That you had last, what had you for^t, i^f^ttii ? 

Hemp, You now grow saucy. ' 

Go8. Sure, I have been bred ■ 

Still with my honest liberty, and must use it. I 

Hemp. Upon your equals then. 

Go8, Sir, he that will 

Provoke me first, doth make himself my eqnal. 

Hemp, Do you hear ? No more ! 

Go8. Tes, sir, this little, I pray you. 

And it shall be aside ; then, a^ber, as you please 1 

You appear the uncle, sir, to her I iove 

More than mine eyes ; and I hare heard your soons 

With so much scoffing, and so mnoh shaiae. 

As each strive which is greater : but, believe me, 

I suck'd not in this patience with my milk. 

Do not presume, because you see me young, 

Or cast despites on my profession, 

Por the civility and tameness of it. 

A good man bears a contumely worse 

Than he would do an injury. Proceed not 

To nij offence. Wrong is not still successful ; 

Indeed it is not. I would approach your kinswoman 

With all respect done to yourself and her. 

[Takes hold of Gebtrtjde's hand. 

Hemp, Away, companion ! handling her P take that. 

\_Strrkes him, 

Cos. Nay,* I do love no blows, sir. There's exchange ! 
\He gets Hemfskibke's sword, and cuts him on the head. 

Hub. Hold; sir! 

Jtfarff. Oh, murder I 

G(>rt, Help my Goswin. 

Ma7'ff. Man! 

Vend. Let 'em alone. My life for one 1 

Gos. Nay, come, 
If you have will. 

J/.fb. None to offend you I, sir. 

0-os. He that had, thank himself! Not hand herp Yes, air, 



And clasp her, and enjbrace her ; and (would «he 
]Now go with me) bear her thvo' all her raoe, 
Her father, brethren, and her uncles, arm'd. 
And all their nephews, though they stood a wood 
Of pikes, and wall of cannon ! — Kiss me, Gertrude I 
Quake not, but kiss me ! 

Vand, Kiss him, girl ; I bid you. — 

My merchant-royal ! Fear no uncles ! Hang 'em ; 
Hang up all uncles ! Are we not in Bruges, 
Under tne rose, here ? 

Go8. In this circle, love, 

Thou art as safe as in a tower of brass. 
Let such as do wrong, fear. 

Vand. Ay, that is good ; 

Let Wolfort look to that. 

Gas, Sir, here she stands. 

Your niece, and my belov'd. One of these titles 

She must apply to. K unto the last. 

Not all the anger can be sent unto her. 

In frown, or voice, or other art, shall force her, 

Had Hercules a hand in't ! — Come, my joy, 

Say thou art mine aloud, love, and profess it. 

Vand. Vo ; and I drink to it. 

Go8, Pr'ythee say so, love. 

Gert. 'T would take away the honour from my blushes 

(Do not you play the tyrant, sweet !) : — they speak it. 

Hemp, I thaii you, niece. 

Go8, Sir, thank her for your life ; 
And fetch your sword within. 

Hemp, You insult too much 

With your good fortune, sir. \BxevMt Gos. and Gebt. 

Huh, A brave clear spirit ! — 

Hempskirke, you were to blame. A civil habit 
Oft covers a good man ; and you may meet, 
Li person of a merchant, with a soul 
As resolute and free, and aU ways worthy, 
As else in any file of mankind. Pray you, 
"What meant you so to slight him ? 

Hemp, 'Tis done now ; 

Ask no more of it ; I must suffer. \Esex*^ 
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ITuh. This 

Is still the punishment of rashness — sorrow. 



THE HUMOROUS LIEUTENANT. 
CLAIMS OP XXTEBKALS. 

lat Usher. M&ke ful things perfect. Would you have tkese 
ladies, 

Enter Ladies and Gentlemen. 

They that come here to see the show, these beauties 
That have been labouring to set off their sweetness, 
And wash'd and curl'd, lose all their expectations *i 
Madams, the best way is the upper lodgings ; 
There you may see at ease. 

Ladies. We thank you, sir. [Exeunt Ladies and G-entlemen. 

1st Usher. Would you have dl these slighted ? Who should 
report then, 
The ambassadors were handsome men ? His beard 
A neat one : the %ie of his eyes quicker than lightning, 
And, when it breaks, as blasting ; his legs, tho' little 
Yet movers of a mass of understanding ? [ones, 

Who shall commend their clothes ? ^\ ho shall take notice 
Of the most wise behaviour of their feathers ?* 

EXALTED MAKTIAL SPEAKING. 

Seleucus, Zt/simnc7iu3, and Ptolemy {three of the kinps made out of thi 
fienerais of Alexander) send ambassadors to their brother king, Jntigonxt^ 
to remonstrate mth him. on hit ambUiou, 

ANTrGONtJS, TiMOir, Chabiothtts, and Mem ippus. 

Ant. Conduct in the ambassadors. 

1*^ Usher. Make room there. 

Ant. They shall not long wait answer. 

* IFise behaviour of their feach^rs.'] This wittv expression is a match 
for the "embonpoint" of the coxcomb's ** plumes ' inMoliere's FredeuM 
Ridicules. 
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Flourish. Enter Three Ambassadors. 

nt, Now your grievance. 

Speak short ; and have as short dispatch. 

t Ambaaaador. Then thus, sir, 

In all our royal masters' names, we tell you 

You have done injustice ; — broke the bounds of concord ; 

And &om their equal shares (from Alexander 

Parted, and so possess'd), not like a brother, 

But as an open enemy, you have hedg'd in 

Whole provinces ; mann'd and maintained these injuries; 

And dauy with your sword, though they still honour you, 

Make bloody roads, take tovms, and ruin castles 3 

And still their sufferance feels the weight. 

Think of that love, great sir, that honoured friendship, 

Yourself held with our masters ; think of that strength. 

When you were all one body, all one mind ; 

When all your swords struck one way ; when your 

Like 80 many brother billows, rose together, [angers. 

And, curling up your foaming crests, defied 

Even mighty kmgs, and in their falls entomb'd 'em. 

Oh, think of these ! and you that have been conquerors. 

That ever led your fortunes open-eyed, 

Chain' d fast by confidence ; you that Eame courted, 

Now ye want enemies and men to match ye. 

Let not your own swords seek j'our ends, to shame ye I 

'd Amb. Chuse which you will, or peace or war ; 
We come prepared for either. 

Enter Demetbius^ with a javelin^ and Gentlemen. 

\t Usher. Boom for the prince there ! 

em. Hail, royal father ! 

nt. You're welcome from your sport, sir. — D'ye see this 
gentleman, [quakes 

You that bring thunders in your mouths, and eai'th- 
To shake and totter my designs ? Can you imagine. 
You men of poor and common apprehensions, 
While I admit this man my son, this nature 
That in one look carries more fire and fierceness 
Than all your masters in their lives, — dare I admit him, 
Admit him thus, even to my side, my bosom, 
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When he is fit to rale, when all men cry him,^ 
And all hopes hang about his head, thus place 
His weapon hatch' d in blood, — all these attending | 
When he shall make their fortunes, aM as sudden;.. 
In any expedition he shall point 'em. 
As arrows from a Tartar's bow, and speeding ; 
Dare I do this, and fear an enemy ? 
Fear your great master ? yours ? or yours P 
Dem. Oh, Hercules ! 

Who says you do, sir ? Is there anything 
In these men's faces, or their masters' actions, 
Able to work such wonders ? 
You call 'em kings : they never wore those royalties; 
Nor in the progress of their lives arriv'd yet 
At any thought of king. Imperial dignities, 
And powerful godlike actions, fit for princes. 
They can no more put on, and make 'em sit right. 
Than I can with tms mortal liand hold Heaven. 
Poor petty men ! 'Nor have I yet forgot, 
The cniefest honours time and merit gave *em : 
Lysimachus, your master, at his best. 
His highest, and his hopeful' st dignities. 
Was but grand master of the elephants ; 
Seleucus of the treasure ; and, for Ptolemy, 
A thing not thought on then, scarce heard of yet. 
Some master of ammunition. And must these men- 
Must these examine what the wills of kings are ? 
Prescribe to their designs, and chain their actions 
To their restraints ? be friends and foes when they 
Send out their thunders and their menaces, [please? 
As if the fate of mortal things were theirs ? — 
Go home, good men, and tell your masters from us, 
We do 'em too much honour to force from 'em 
Their barren countries, ruin their waste cities ; 
And tell 'em, out of love, we mean to leave 'em, 
Since they will needs be kings, no more to tread on 
Than they have able wits and powers to manage ; 
And so we shall befriend 'em. 

^ Cry Mm."] Cry him up; extol hinu 
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3rd Amh. Once more, sir, 

"We ask your resolutions : Peace, or war, yet f 
Dem. War, war, my noble father ! 
Ut Jmb. Thna I fling it: 

And, £Eur^ed Peaoe^ farewell ! 

BETOTEB TALOUB. 

I scorn to say I saw you &11, sigh for yon, 

And tell a whining t^, some ten years after^ 

To boys and girls in an dd chimney-comer. 

Of wlit a prince we had, how brarely spirited, 

How young and fair be fell. We'll all go with you ; 

And yon shall see ns all, Hke sacrifices, 

In our best trim, fill up the mouth of ruin ! 

BETBEATING IN OBDEB TO BETTJBIT. 

Leon. Tou are too tender : 

Fortune has hours of loss, and hours of honour. 
And the most yalinit feel them both. Take comfort; 
The next is ours ; I have a soul descries it. 
The angry bull never goes back for breath. 
But when he means to arm his fury double. 

BATTLE no BESPECTEB 07 PEBSOlfrB. 

How now, Lieutenant ? 

Enter LiEiTTEiirAirr, wounded, 

Lieut, I know not ; I am maul'd ; we are bravely beaten ; 

All our young gallants lost. 
Leontiua. Thou'rt hurt. 
Lieut. I'm pepper'd ; 

I was i' th' midst of all, and bang'd of all hands : 

They made an anvil of my head ; it rings yet ; 

Never so thresh'd. Do you call this fame ? I have famed 

I have got immortal fame, but I'll no more on't ; [it ; 

I'll no such scratching saint to serve hereafter. 

O' my conscience, I was kill'd above twenty times 5 

And yet, I know not what a devil's in't, 

I crawl'd away, and liv'd again still. I'm hurt plaguily : 
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Vemetritu, All the young men lost P 

Lieut. Vm glad 

You're here ; hut they are all in the pound, sir ; 
They'll never ride o'er other men's com again, I takeit 
Such frisking, and such flaunting with their feathers, 
And such careering with their mistress' favours ! 
And here must he he pricking out for honour, 
And there got he a knock, and down goes pilgarlick, 
Commends his soul to his she-saint, and exit. 
Another spurs in there, cries, " Make room, villains ! 
I am a lord !" scarce spoken, but, with reverence, 
A rascal takes him o'er the face, and fells him : 
There lies the lord ; the Lord be with him I 



THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 

COHTSTAirOT AFTEB DEATH. 

C/oriny the Faithful Shepherdess^ vows eternal constaney to her deceased 

lover. 

Scene — A Wood. 

Enter Clobin, having buried her Love in an Arbour. 

CI or in. Hail, holy earth, whose cold arms do embrace 
The truest man that ever fed his flocks 
By the fat plains of fruitful Thessaly ! 
Thus I salute thy grave ; thus do I pay 
My early vows, and tribute of mine eyes. 
To thy still-lov^d ashes ; thus I free 
Myself from all ensuing heats and fires 
Of love ; — all sports, delights, and jolly games 
That shepherds hold full dear, thus put I off". 
Now no more shall these smooth brows be begirt 
With youthful coronals, and lead the dance ; 
No more the company of fresh fair maids 
And wanton shepherds be to me delightful, 
Nor the shrill pleasing sound of merry pipes 
Under some shady dell, when the cool wind 
Plays on the leaves. All be far away, 
Bince thou art far away, by whose dear aide 
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How often have I sat crown'd with fresh flowers 

For summer's queen, whilst every shepherd's hoy 

Puts on his lusty green, with gaudy hook. 

And hanging scrip of finest cordevan.* 

But thou art gone, and these are gone with thee, 

And all are dead but thy dear memory ; 

That shall out-live thee, and shall ever spring 

Whilst there are pipes, or jolly shepherds sing ; 

And here will I, in honour of thv love. 

Dwell by thy grave, forgetting all those joys 

That former times made precious to mine eyes ; 

Only remembering what my youth did gain 

In the dark, hidden virtuous use of herbs : 

That will I practise, and as freely give 

All my endeavours, as I gain'd them free. 

Of all green wounds I know the remedies 

In men or cattle, be they stung with suakes, 

Or charm' d with powerful words of wicked art, 

Or be thev love-sick, or through too much heat 

Grown wild or lunatic, their eyes or ears 

Thicken'd with misty film of dulling rheum ; 

These I can cure, such secret virtue lies 

In herbs, applied by a virgin's hand. 

My meat shall be what these wild woods afibrd. 

Berries and chestnuts, plantanes on whose cheeks 

The sun sits smiling, and the lofty fruit 

Pull'd from the fair head of the straight-grown pine; 

On these I'll feed with free content and rest, 

When night shaJl blind the world, by thy side blest. 

Enter a Satyr with a Basket of Fruit. 

Sat, Thorough yon same bending plain 
That flings his arms down to the main, 
And through these thick woods, have I run, 
Whose bottom never kiss'd the sun 
Since the lusty spring began. — 
All to please my master Pan 
Have 1 trotted without rest 

^ Cordevan,'] Spanish leather •, leather of Cordova. 
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To get Idm fruit ; for at a feast 

He entertains, this coming night, 

His paramour, the Syrinx bright.^- 

But, behold a fairer sight ! \_8^n^ CittBll 

By that heavenly form of thine, 

Brightest fair, thou art divine. 

Sprung from great immortal race 

Of the gods ; for in thy face 

Shines more awful majesty 

Than dull weak mortidity 

Dare with misty eyes behold, 

And live ! Therefore on this mould 

Lowly do I bend my kneo 

In worship of thy deity. 

Deign it, goddess, from my hand 

To receive whatever this land 

Prom her fertile womb doth send 

Of her choice fruits ; and but lend 

Belief to that the Satyr tells. 

Fairer by the famous wells. 

To this present day ne'er grew ; 

Never better nor more true. 

Here be grapes, whose lusty blood 

Is the learned poets' good ; 

Sweeter yet did never crown 

The head of Bacchus ; nuts more brown 

Than the squirrers teeth that crack them ; 

Deign, O fairest fair, to take them. 

For these black-eyed Driope 

Hath oftentimes commanded me 

"With my clasped knee to climb : 

See how well the lusty time 

Hath deck'd their rising cheeks in red^ 

Such as on your lips is spread. 

Here be berries for a queen, '" 

Some be red, some be green ; 

These are of that luscious meat, 

The great god Pan himself doth eat : 

All these, and what the woods can yield, 

The hanging mountain ot the field, 
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I freely offer, and ere long^ 
Will bring you more, more sweet and strong ; 
Till when humbly leave I take, 
Lest the great Pan do awake, 
That sleeping lies in a deep glade. 
Under a broad beech's shade. 
I must go, I must ran 

Swifter than the fiery sun. \^Exit, 

}l. And all my fears go with thee. 

What greatness or what private hidden power 

Is there in me, to draw submission 

!Erom this rude man and beast .' Sure I am mortal : 

The daughter of a shepherd ; he was mortal, 

And she that bore me mortal. Prick my hand 

And it will bleed ; a fever shakes me, and 

The self-same wind that makes the young lambs shrink, 

Makes me a-cold. My fear says I am mortal. 

Yet I have heard (my mother told it me. 

And now I do believe it) if I keep 

My virgin flower uncropt, pure, chaste, and^dr. 

No goblin, wood-god, fisniy, dfe, or fiend. 

Satyr, or other power that haunts the groves, 

Shsul hurt my body, or by vain illusion 

Draw me to wander after idle fires ; 

Or voices calling me in dead of night, 

To make me follow, and so tole me on 

Through mire and standing pools, to find my rain : 

Else, why should this rough thing, who never knew 

Manners, nor smooth humanity, whose heats 

Are rougher than himself, and more mis-shapen, 

Thus mildly kneel to me ? Sure there's a power 

In that great name of Virgin, that binds &st 

All rude uncivil bloods, all appetites 

That break their confines. Then, strong Chastity, 

Be thou my strongest guard ; for here I'll dwell 

In opposition against fate and hell ! 

[^She retires into the arbour. 
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BOKa TO PAlir, 

Sing his praises that doth keep 

Our flocks from harm, 
Pan, the father of our sheep ; 

And arm in arm 
Tread we softly in a round, 
While the hollow neighb'ring ground 
Fills the music with her sound. 

Pan, O great god Pan, to thee 

Thus do we sing : 
Thou that keep'st us chaste and beBf 

As the voung spring. 
Ever be thj honour spoke, 
Erom that place the mom is broke. 
To that plaice day doth unyoke ! 

A VIETUOUS WELL. 

To that holy wood is consecrate 

A virtuous well, about whose flowery banks 

The nimble-footed fairies dance their rounds 

By the pale moonshine, dipping oftentimes 

Their stolen children, so to make them free 

From dying flesh and dull mortality. 

By this fair fount hath many a shepherd sworn, 

Aid given away his freedom : many a troth 

Been plight, which neither envy, nor old time 

Could ever break, with many a chaste kiss given, 

In hope of coming happiness : 

By this fresh fountain many a blushing maid 

Hath crown'd the head of her long-loved shepherd 

"With gaudy flowers, whilst he, happy, sung 

Lays of his love and dear captivity. 

A SPOT POE LOVEES. 

I pray thee stay ! Where hast thou been ? 

Or whither goest thou ? Here be woods as green 

As any ; air likewise as fresh and sweet 

As where smooth Zephyrus plays on the fleet 
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Face of the curled streams, with flowers as manv 
As the young spring gives, and as choice as any ; 
Here be all new delights, cool streams and wells. 
Arbours o'ergrown with woodbines ; caves and dells ; 
Choose where thou wilt, whilst I sit by and sing. 
Or gather rushes, to make many a ring 
For thy long fingers ; tell thee tales of love, 
How the pale Fhcebe, hunting in a grove, 
First saw the boy Endymion, from whose eyes 
She took eternal fire that never dies ; 
How she convey'd him softly in a sleep. 
His temples bound with poppy, to the steep 
Head of old Latmus, where she stoops each night, 
Gilding the mountain with her brother's light, 
To kiss her sweetest. 

IHKOCEirOE SATED 7B0M DEATH. 

Amoret^ white ika-pe has been magicdlly assumed by another shepherdess in 
order to 7nislead Ferigot, is wounded by him in the belief that she has 
been unfaithful, and then cast into a well by an accomplice of the 
criminal, coiled from his selfish and lonely habits the Sullen Shepherd. 
But her life is saved by the JEUver Ood, who has the well in his keeping. 

Amobet, and then Febigot. 

Amo. Many a weary step, in yonder path, 

Foor hopeless Amoret twice trodden hath. 
To seek ner Ferigot, yet cannot hear 
His voice. My Ferigot ! She loves thee dear 
That calls. 

Peri. See yonder where she is ! how fair 

She shows ! and yet her breath infects the air. 

Amo. My Ferigot * 

Peri. Here. 

Amo. Happy! 

Peri. Hapless! first 

It lights on thee : the next blow is the worst. 

[Wounds her and exit. 

Sull. Shep. Now shall their love be cross'd ; for, being struck, 
I'U throw her in the fount, lest being took 
By some night traveller, whose honest care 
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May help to oure her— Shepherdess^ prepare 
Yourself to die ! 

Amo. No mercy I do craire : 

13iou canst not give a worse blow than I have. 
Tell him, that gave me this, who lov'd him too, 
He struck my soul, and not my body through. 
Tell him, wlien I am dead, my soul shall be 
At peace, if he but think he injur' d me. 

Sull. Shep, In this fount be thy grave. ISiou were not 
Sure for a woHum, thou'rt so innooent.— [meant 

\FUn§f4Ji^ into ihe well. 
She cannot 'scape, for, underneath the ground, 
In a long hollow the clear spring is bound, 
Till on yon side, where the mom's sun doth look. 
The struggling water breaks out in a ^rook. [Exit 

The God of the River riseth with Ak0B£T in his arms. 

God. "Wliat powerful charms my streams do bring 
Back ^ain unto their spring. 
With such force, that I their God, 
Three times striking with my rod, 
Could not keep them in their ranks ? 
My fishes shoot into the banks ; 
There is not one that stays and feeds ; 
All have hid them in the weeds. 
Here's a mortal almost dead. 
Fallen into my river head, 
Hallow' d so with many a spell. 
That tni now none ever feU. 
See upon her breast a wound, , 
On which there is no plaister bound : 
Yet she's warm, her pulses beat ; 
'Tis a sign of life and heat. — 
If thou be'st a virgin pure, 
I can give a present cure : 
Take a drop into thy wound 
From my wat'ry locks, more round 
Than orient pearl, and far more pure 
Than unchaste flesh may endure. — 
See, she pants, and from her flesh 
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The warm blood gujsheth out afresh. 

She is an unpolluted maid ; 

I must have this bleeding staid. 

From my banks I pluck this flower 

With holy hand^ whose virtuous power 

Is at once to heal and draw. 

The blood returns. I nev&^ saw 

A &irer mortal. Now doth break 

Her deadly slumber. Virgin, roeak. 
Amo. Who hath restor'd my sense, giv'n me new breathy 

And brought me back out of the arms of death ? 
Crod. I have heal'd thy wounds. 
Amo. Ay, me! 
€rod. Fear not him that succour'd thee : 

I am this fountain's Grod. Below 

My waters to a river grow ; 

And 'tiivdxt two banks with osiers set, 

That only prosper in the wet. 

Through the meadows do they glide, 

Wheeling still on every side, 

Sometimes winding round about. 

To find the evenest channel out : 

And if thou wilt go with me. 

Leaving mortal company, 

In the cool stream shalt thou lie, 

Tree from harm as well as I. 

I will give thee for thy food 

Ko fish that useth in the mud ; 

But trout and pike, that lov« to swim 

Where the gravel from the brim 

Through the pure streams may be seen : 

Orient pearl fit for a queen 

Will I give, thy love to win. 

And a shell to keep them in. 

Kot a fish in all my brook 

That shall disobey thy look. 

But, when thou wilt, come sliding by. 

And from thy white hand take a fly. 

And to make thee understand 

How I can my waves command, 
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They shall babble whilst 1 sing, 
Sweeter than the silyer string* 

ZHl BOF0. 

Do not fear to put thy fiset 
Naked in the nyer, sweet ; 
Think not leeoh, or newt, or toad. 
Will bite thy foot, when thou hast trod; 
Nor let the water rising high. 
As thou wad'st in, make thee cry 
And sob ; but ever liyovwithme, 
And not a wave shall trouble thee! 

Jmo. Immortal power, that rul'st this holy flood| 
I know myself unworthy to be woo'd 
By thee, a God ! Eor ere this, but for thee^ 
I should have shp^wn my weak mortality. 
Besides, by holy oath betwixt us twain, 
I am betroth'd unto a shepherd swain. 
Whose comely fece I know the gods abore 
May make me leave to see, but not to love. 

God* May he prove to thee as true. 
Pairest virgin, now adieu ! 
I must make my waters fly. 
Lest they leave their channels dry. 
And beasts that come unto the spring 
Miss their morning's watering, 
"Which I would not ; for of late 
All the neighbour people sate 
On my banks, and from the fold 
Two white lambs of three weeks old 
Offer' d to my deity : 
For which this year they shall be free 
From raging floods, that as they pass 
Leave their gravel in the grass : 
Nor shall their meads be overflown^. 
When their grass is newly mown. 

Amo, Por thy kindness to me shown, 
Never from thy banks be blown 
Ajiy tree, with windy force. 
Cross thy streams, to stop thy course; 
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May no beast that comes to drink, 

With his horns cast down thy brink ; 

May none that for thy fish do look, 

Cut thy banks to dam thy brook ; 

Barefoot may no neighbour wade 

In thy cool streams, wife or maid. 

When the spawns on stones do lie, 

To wash theur hemp, and spoil the fry ! 
God, Thanks, virgin ! I must down again. 

Thy wound will put thee to no pain : 

Wonder not so soon 'tis gone, 

A holy hand was laid upon. l£xii. 

Amo. And I, unhappy bom to be, 

Must follow lum that flies from me. [Exit. 

Scene — The Grove before Clobik'b Arbour. 
Enter Satyb, u^YA^Alexis hurt* 

Sat. Softly gliding as I go, 

With this burthen full of woe. 
Through still silence of the night. 
Guided by the glow-worm's light. 
Hither am I come at last. 
Many a thicket have I past ; 
Not a twig that durst deny me^ 
Not a bush that durst descry me 
To the little bird, that sleeps 
On the tender spray ; nor creeps 
That hardy worm with pointed tail, 
But if I be under sail. 
Flying faster than the wind, 
LeiELving all the clouds behind. 
But doth hide her tender head 
In some hollow tree, or bed 
Of seeded nettles ; not a hare 
Can be started from his fare 
By my footing ; nor a wish 
Is more sudden ; nor a fish 
Can be found with greater easo 
Cut the vast unbounded seas. 
Leaving neither print nor sound. 
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Than I, when nimbly on the ground 

I meaflore many a l^igue an hour. 

But behold the happy pow^, {^Seemff ClobU* 

That must ease me of my charge. 

And by holy hand enlarge 

The soul ot this sad man, that yet 

Lies fast bound in deadly £t. 

Heayen and great Pan sucoour it !— - 

Enter CstOnnx. 

Hail, thou beauty of the bower. 

Whiter than the paramour 

Of thy master ! Let me craye 

Thy yirtuous help to keep from gra^ 

This poor mortal, that here lies» 

Waiting when the destinies 

Will undo his thread of life. 

View the wound by cruel knife 

Trench'd into him. 
Clo, What art thou call'st me from my holy rites, 
And, with the feared name of death, affrights 
My tender ears ? Speak me thy name and wilL 
Sat. I am the Satyr that did fill 

Tour lap with early fruit ; and will, 

AVTien I hap to gather more. 

Bring you better and more store. 

Tet I come not empty now : 

See a blossom from the bough ; 

But beshrew his heart that pull'd it, 

And his perfect sight that cull'd it 

From the other springing blooms ! 

Por a sweeter youth the grooms 

Cannot show me, nor the downs. 

Nor the many neighbouring towns. 

Low in yonder glade I found him ; 

Softly in mine arms I bound him ; 

Hither have I brought him sleeping 

In a trance, his wounds fresh weeping. 

In remembrance such youth may 

Spring and perish in a day. 
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Clo, Satjrr, they wrong thee, that do term thee rude ; 
Though thou be'st outward rough, aad tawny-hued, 
Thj manners are as gentle and as fair 
As his who brags himself bom only heir 
To all humanity. Let me see the wound. 

\_She applies herbs to the wovnd, and eur s ii. 
Sat. Brightest, if there be remaining 
Any service, without feigning 
I wtlH do it. "Were I set 
To catch the nimble wind, or get 
Shadows gliding on the green, 
Or to steal from the great queen 
Of the fairies all her beauty, 
I would do it ; so much duty 
Do I owe those precious eyes. 
Clo, I thank thee, honest Satyr. If the cries 
Of any other, that be hurt, or ill. 
Draw thee unto them, pr'ythee, do thy will ^ 

To bring them hither. 
Sat. I will ; and when the weather 

Serves to angle in the brook, 
I wiU bring a silver hook. 
With a line of finest silk, 
And a rod as white as milk. 
To deceive the little fish : 
So I take my leave, and wish 
On this bower may ever dwell 
Spring and summer ! 
Clo. Friend, farewell ! 

See, the day begins to break, 
And the light shoots like a streak 
Of subtle fire. The wind blows cold. 
While the morning doth unfold. 

BOTTKnS AT KIGHT. 

Priest, Wherefore hast thou wander'd ? 
Thenot. 'Twas a vow 

That drew me out last night, which I have now 
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Strictlj perform'd, and homewards go to pre 
Fresh pasture to m j sheep, that they may lire. 

Fnesi. "Pis good to hear you, shepherd, if the heart 
In this well-sounding music bear lus part. 
Where have you left the rest ? 

The. I have not seen, 

Since yesternight we met upon this ereen 

To fold our flocks up, any of that train ; 

Yet have I walk'd those woods round, and have lain 

All this same night under an aged tree ; 

Yet neither wand'ring shepherd did I see. 

Or shepherdess, or drew into mine ear 

The sound of living thing, unless it were 

The nightingale among the thick-leav'd spring. 

That sits alone in sorrow, and doth sing 

Whole nights away in mourning ; or the owl 

Or our great enemy, that still doth howl 

Against the moon's cold beams. 

A PSAYEB TO PAK FOB HELP AGAUTST OUTRAGE^ 

Enter Amabillis, running. 

Amar. If there be 

Ever a neighbour-brook, or hollow tree 

Receive my body. — Pan, for her dear sake 

That loves the river's brinks, and still doth shake 

In cold remembrance of thy quick pursuit,* 

Let me be made a reed, and ever mute, 

Nod to the waters* fall, whilst every blast 

Sings through my slender leaves that I was chaste ! 

A SPOTLESS BOSOM. 

Amoret, again icounded, it brought to the Faithful Shepherdess for help* 

Enter Sattb, carrying her* 

Amo, Be'st thou the wildest creature of the wood. 
That bear'st me thus away, drown'd in my blood, 

* For her dear sake, ^cJ] For the sake of Syrinx, who was turned into 
rccds. The fancy is beautiful ; but Fletclier aeems to have forgotten 
that in this very pastoral he has restored Syrinx to her former state ; 
for slie is mentioned in the first scene as about to be entertained by Pan 
ai supper. 






THX FAITHFUL SHSPHXSPXBS. 2A& 

And dying, know I cannot injured be ; 
I am a maid ; let that name fight for me ! 

Eairest virgin, do not fear 

Me, that doth thy body bear, 

Not to hurt, but heal'd to be ; 

Men are ruder fiir than we. 

See, fair goddess, in the wood [Speaking to Closis'. 

They have let out yet more blood : 

Some savage man hath struck her breast^ 

So soft and white, that no wild beast 

Durst have touch' d, asleep, or 'wake ; 

So sweet, that adder, newt, or snake, 

Would have lain from arm to arm 

On her bosom to be warm 

All a night, and, being hoi. 

Gone away, and stimg her not. 

Quickly clap herbs to her breast : 

A man sure is a kind of beast ! 
». With spotless hand on spotless breast 

I put these herbs, to give thee rest. 

A POETICAL FABEWELL. 

Tlie Satyr takes leave of the FaUiful Shepherdeu. 

I, Thou divinest, fairest, brightest, 

Thou most powerful maid, and whitest, 
Xhou most virtuous and most blessed. 
Eyes of stars, and golden tressed 
Like Apollo ! tell me, sweetest. 
What new service now is metest 
For the Satyr? Shall I stray 
In the midme air, and stay 
The sailing rack, or nimbly take 
Hold by the moon, and gently make 
Suit to the pale queen of night 
For a beam to give thee light ? 
Shall I dive into the sea, 
And bring thee coral, making way- 
Through the rising waves that fall ^ ' 
In snowy fleeces ? "=•♦;. shall 
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I catch tbee wanton fawns, or flies 

Whose woven wings the summer dyes 

Of many colours P get thee fruit ? 

Or steal from heav'n old Orpheus' lute ? 

All these I'll venture for, and more 

To do her service all these woods adore. 
Clo. 'No other service, Satyr, than to watch 

About these thicks, lest harmless people catch 

Mischief or sad mischance. 
Sat. Holy virgin, I will dance 

Bound about these woods as quick 

As the breaking light, and prick* 

Down the lawns, and down the vales. 

Paster than the windmill sails. 

So I take my leave, and pray, 

All the comforts of the day, 

Such as Phcebus' heat doth send 

On the earth, may still befriend 

Thee and this arbour. 
Clo. And to thee 

All thy master's love be free. 

* Prick ] Hasten rapidly ; go at speed ; — a term originating in the 
haste made by the horseman with his spurs. 

[** If all the parts of this play had been in unison with these innocent 
scenes, and sweetly ric intermixtures, it bad been a poem fit to Tie with 
Comus or the Arcadia ; to have been put into the hands of boys and 
virgins ; to have made matter for young dreams, like the loves of Hennia 
and Lysander. But a spot is on the face of this moon. Nothing short 
of infatuation could have driven Fletcher upon mixing up with this 
blessedness such an ugly deformity as Cloe, the wanton shepherdess. 
Coarse words do but wound the ears ; but a character of lewdness 
affronts the mind. Female lewdness at once shocks nature and mora- 
lity. If Cloe was meant to set off Clorin by contrast, Fletcher should 
have known that such weeds, by juxtaposition, do not set off but kill 
sweet flowers." — Lamb. [It need not be added that there is nothing of 
Cloe in this selection.] 

" The Faithful SkepherdesSf by Fletcher alone, is * a perpetual feast of 
ncctar'd sweets, where no crude surfeit reigns.' [The critic overlooks 
here what Lamb has been noticing.] The aT:^thor has in it given a loose 
to his fancy, and his fancy was his most delightful and genial quality, 
where, to use his own words, 

* He takes moat e«&e, ^iivd. ^o^s ambitious 
Through his otitjl •^aiTk\.oTL^a«i, «sA\fn.^<^ ^^^\tt«' 
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The songs and lyrical descriptions thronghont are luxuriant and delicate 
in a high degree. He came near to Spenser in a certain tender and 
vokLptaoiu sense of natural beauty ; he came near to Shakspeare in the 
playral and fantastic expression of it. The whole composition ia an 
exquisite union of dramatic and pastoral poetry, where the local de- 
scriptions receive a tincture from the sentiments and purposes of the 
speaker, and each character, cradled in the lap of nature, paints * her 
Tugin fancies wild' with romantic grace and classic elegance." — 

HaZTiTTTH 

Schl^l is as severe on this play as Hazlitt is panegyrical. He 
charges it with heaviness and ultra-mythology ; and Mr. Hallam has 
objed;ed, with justice^ to some of the fancies of the Satyr as being " not 
much in the character of these sylvans." He says of the whole play, that 
it is very characteristic of Fletcher, being a mixture of tenderness, 
temerity, indecency, and absurdity. But he adds that it is impossible 
to withihold our praise from its '* poetical beauties."] 



THE MAD LOVER. 
A SOLDIBE'S VATOTrKTG. 

Eng AsTOEAX, his General Mmksot^, Calis, andCLEAHTBS* 

Memnon, I know no court but martial, 

No oily language, but the shock of arms, 
No dalliance but with death ; no lofty measures, 
But weary and sad marches, cold and hunger, 
'Larums at midnight Valour's self would shake at ; 
Tet I ne'er shrunk. Balls of consuming wildfire. 
That liok'd men up like lightning, have I laugh' d at ; 
And toss'd 'em back again like children's trifles. 
Upon the edges of my enemies' swords [waiting, 

I have march' d like whirlwinds; Fury at this hand 
Death at my right, Portune my forlorn hope : 
"When I have grappled with Destruction, 
And tugg'd with pale-fac'd Euin, night and mischief, 
Trighted to see a new day break in blood ! 
And everywhere I conquer'd ; those that griev'd you 
I've taken order for, i' th' earth. Those fools 
That shall hereafter 
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Astorax. No more wars, my soldier : 

We must DOW treat of peace, sir, 

[i/e takes MsMKOK andef and talks with hm» 
Cleanthe, How he talks ! 

How gloriously ! 
Calu, A goodly timber'd fellow ; 

Valiant, no doubt. 
Cle, If valour dwell in vaunting. 

In what a phrase he speaks ! as if his actions 

Could be set off in nothing but a noise I 

Sore, h' has a drum in his mouth. 

PBAYEB TO YBKUS. 

O divinest star of Heaven, 

Thou, in power above the seven : 

Thou sweet kindler of desires, 

Till they grow to mutual fires : 

Thou, gentle queen, that art 

Curer of each wounded heart : 

Thou, the fuel and the flame : 

Thou, in Heaven and here the same : 

Thou, the wooer and the woo'd : 

Thou, the hunger and the food : 

Thou, the prayer and the pray'd : ' 

Thou, what is or shall be said : 

Thou, still young, and golden tressed, ' 

Make me by thy answer blessed ! 

STATE OF THE SOULS OF LOVEES AFTEB DEATH. 

(^A Masque presented to cure the Mad Lover.) 

Enter Oepheus. 

Orpheus I am, come from the deeps below 
To thee, fond man, the plagues of love to show. 
To the fair fields where loves eternal dwell 
There's none tliat come, but first they pass through helL 
Hark, and beware ! unlets thou hast lov'd, ever 
Belov'd again, thou shalt see those joys never. 

Hark, how they groan that died despairing ! 

Oh, take heed then ! 
Hark how they howl for over-daring ! 

All these were men. 
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They that be fools, and die for hme^ 
They lose their name ; 
jLid they that bleed. 
Hark how they speed ! 

Kow in cold frosts, now scorching fires^ 

They sit, and curse their lost defies : 
Nor shall these souls be free from pains and £etn. 
Till women waft them oyer in their tears. 

Tern. How ? Should I know my passage is denied me/ 

Or which of all the devils dare 

'ufn. This song 

Was rarely form'd to fit him. [Apart, 

Boxe. 

Orph, Charon, O Charon, 

Thou wafter of the souls to bliss or bane ! 
C/ia, Who calls the ferryman of hell ? 
Orph, Come near, 

And say who IItcs in joy, and who in fear. 
da. Those that die well, etenial joy shall follow ; 

Those that die ill, their own foul &te shall swallow. 
Orph. Shall thy black bark those guilty spirits stow, 

That kill themselyes for lore ? 
Cha, Oh, no, no, no. 

My cordage cracks when such great sins are near ; 

"No wind blows fair, nor I myself can steer. 
Orph, What loYers pass, and in £lyzium reiffn ? 
Cha. Those gentle loves that are belov'd agam. 
Orph. This soldier loves, and £un would (£e to win ; 

Shall he go on ? 
Cha. "SOf 'tis too foul a sin. 

He must not come aboard ; I dare 4iot row ; 

Storms of despair* and guilty blood will blow. 
Onh. Shall time release him, say ? 
Cm. No, no, no, no. 

Kor time nor death can alter us, nor prayer : 

My boat is Destiny ; and who then dare. 

But those appointed, come aboard ? live still. 

And love by reason, mortal, not by wilL 
Orph. And when thy mistress shall close up thine eyes 
Cha. Then come aboard, and pass. 
Orph, Till when, be wise. 
Cfia. Till when, be wise. 

^ How ? Should I know, ^c.'\ That is,—** How is this ? Wore I to 
B made certain that my passage is denied me, or which of all the devils 

are dispute it, I would" Here we are to supposo him brcahinf' 

r in a fury. ^ 
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THE LOYAL SUBJECT. 
HTVOLTTNTAET TBITrMFH 01 TntTXTB. 

ArchaSi a faithful Minister, accused of wrongfully secreting a treasure fro» 
his Frince^ is forced by his accuser to show it. 

Scene — jl Room in a Country 'house ^ with a Vtfor in tU 

Back-ground, 

Enter Duejs, Abohas, Boboskie, Bubbis, Grentleman, ami 

Attendants. 

Duke. They are handsome rooms all, well contrived and fitted. 

Full of convenience : the prospect's excellent^ 
Archas, Kow, will your grace pass down, and do me but the 

To taste a country banquet ? [honour 

Duke, What room's that ? 

I would see all now ; what conveyance has it ? 

I see you have kept the best part yet : pray open it. , 
Archas {aside). Ha! I misdoubted this, — 'Esof no receipt; 

For your eyes most unfit. [sir 

Duke. I long to see it, [cellent painting? 

Because I would judge of the whole piece. Some ex- 

Or some rare spoils, you would keep to entertain me 

Another time, I know. 
Archas. In troth there is not, 

J^or anything worth your sight. Below I have 

Some fountains and some ponds. 
Duke. I would see this now, [nothing 

Archas {aside). Boroskie, thou art a knave ! — It contains 

But rubbish from the other rooms, and unnecessaries j 

Wiirt please you see a strange clock ? 
Duke. This, or nothing. 

"Why should you bar it up thus with defences 

Above the rest, unless it contain' d something 

More excellent, and curious of keeping ? 

Open't, for I will see it. 
Archas. The keys are lost, sir. 

Does your grace think, if it were fit for you, 

I could be so immannerly ? 
Duke. I will see it ; 

And either show i t 
Arehoi. Good 
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Duke. Thank you, Archag ; 

You show your love abundantly. 

Do I use to entreat thus ? — Force it open. 
Burris. That were inhospitable ; you are his guest, sir, 

And 'tis his greatest joy to entertam you. 
Duke. Hold thy peace, fool. — ^Will you open it ? 
Archas. Sir, I cannot. 

I must not, if I could. 
Duke, Gk), break it open. [gentlemen ! 

Archas. I must withstand that force. Be not too rash, 
Duke. Unarm him first ; then, if he be not obstinate. 

Preserve his life. 
Archas. I thank your grace ; I take it : 

And now take you the keys ; go in, and see, sir ; 

[The door is opened. 

There, feed vour eyes with wonder, and thank that 

That thing that sells his £uth for favour ! [traitor, 

[JEbrt^DcKE. 
Burris. Sir, what moves you ? 
Archas. I have kept mine pure. — ^LordBurris, there's a Judas 

That for a smile wiU sell ye all. A gentleman P 

The devil has more truth, and has maintain'd it. 

Enter DiTES. 

Duke. What's all this, Archas ? 

I cannot blame you to conceal it so. 
This most inestimable treasure. 

Archas. Tours, sir. 

Duke. Nor do I wonder now the soldier slights me. 

Archas. Be not deceiv'd : he has had no favour here, sir, 
Nor had you known this now, but for that pickthank, 
That lost man in his fidth ! he has revealed it ; 
To suck a little honey from you, has betray'd it. — 
I swear he smHes upon me, and foresworn too ! 
Thou crack' d, uncurrent lord ! — ^I'll tell you all, sir. 
Tour sire, before his death, knowing your temper 
To be as bounteous as the air, and open, 
As flowing as the sea to all that followed you, 
Tour great mind fit for war and glory, thriftily, 

^ Thou cracVd^ uncurrent lord."] I. e. Thou bad coin, that must not be 
suffered to pass for a good one. 
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Like a great husband, to preserve your actions, 

Collected all this treasure ; to our trusts, — 

To mine I mean, and to that long-tongued lord's there,— 

He gave the knowledge and the charge of all this ; 

Upon his death-bed too ; and on the sacrament 

He swore us thus, never to let this treasure 

Part from our secret keepings, till no hope 

Of subject could relieve you, all your own wasted, 

No help of those that lov'd you could supply you, 

And then some great exploit a-foot. My nonesty 

I would have kept till I nad made this useful 

(I show'd it, ana I stood it to the tempest). 

And useful to the end 'twas lefb : I am cozen'd, 

And so are you too, if you spend this vainly. 

This worm that crept into you has abus'd you, 

Abus'd your father's care, abus'd his faith too ; 

Nor can this mass of money make him man more ! 

A flead dog has more soul, an ape more honesty ! 

All mine you have amongst it ; farewell that ! 

I cannot part with't nobler ; my heart's clear, 

My conscience smooth as that, no rub upon't.— 

But, oh, thy hell — [7b Bohoskie. 

Bor. I seek no heaven from you, sir. 

Arckas, Thy gnawing hell, Boroskie ! it will find thee. 

"Would you heap coals upon his head has wrong* d you, 
Has ruin'd your estate ? give him this money, 
Melt it into his mouth. 

Duke. What little trunk's that ? 

That there o' th' top, that's lock'd ? 

Bor, You'll find it rich, sir ; 
Eicher, I think, than all. 

Archas. Tou were not covetous, 

Nor wont to weave your thoughts with such a coarse- 
Pray rack not honesty ! [neas j 

Bor. Be sure you see it. 

Buk . Bring out the trunk. 

Enter Attendant, with a trunk, 

Archas, You'll find that treasure too ; 

All I have left me now. [The trunk is opened^ 




And tak, m jiuuL i£: 

McB« 'womi "diK aL ^mr :rzii£ i jvc jvu ossr^ eccu^'x 
Aiid of m nnBe Sr viiRC. JDit inuE? pKirwo:*^ 'ou*:"^. 
This ae!k im inffmni av 9BKefli» iixfio cctindeuk " 
Axid TfS aH eomneL SBcaL Tvniny liw^ lerv. «r ; 

or. I daw noi liob totl 'both ! — 

rriflf. Poor luia i if iir wan jcv baTe lobVd rour5«»l\«*« 
Tins gcyan, and lioi vav^aed annaar«« toot bra\-^ t^i lur 
FooimI lae a ciUd ar mhooL vith. in his pftwrrvtM ; 
Wliere men a Van he vock to aome few answon 
(UnfaapoT bovidi ton^ kit in mr head then) 
That aiu^eEah' I nab him, thus as I was 
(For here wai all tiie wealth I brought his highuo9;») 
He earned me to eomt, theie bred me u[k 
Bestow'd has finoma on me, taoght me arms firsts 
With tfaoao an booest mind : I aerrM him trulv« 
And whefe he gave me tmaty I think I faird not ; 
Let the world qieak. I hombij thank vour highnoM ; 
Ton hare done mcxe, and nobler; eas^d mine agt\ sir ; 
And to this care a fiur fmeiuM giyen. 
Now to n^ book again! 



BULB A WIFB AND HAVE A WIFB. 
THE COKQUSBnra HXTSBAin). 

LsOK and Maboabita. 

fan. Come, we'll away unto your country-houso, 
And there we'll learn to live contentedly : 
This place is full of charge, and full of hurry ; 
Nojpart of sweetness dwells about thoBO oitioa. 

"arp. Whither you will ; I wait upon your ploaauro ; 
Live in a hoUow tree, sir, 1*11 live with you. 

•on. Ay, now you strike a harmony, a true one, 
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When your obedience waits upon your husband, 

And your sick will aims at the care of honour. 

Why, now I dote upon you, love you dearly, 

And my rough nature falls, like roaring streams, 

Cearly and sweetlj* into your embraces. 

Oh, what a jewel is a woman excellent, 

A wise, a virtuous, and a noble woman ! 

When we meet such, we bear our stamps on both sidefl, 

And thro' the world we hold our current virtues ; 

Alone, we're single medals, only faces. 

And wear our fortunes out in useless shadows. 

Command you now, and ease me of that trouble ; 

I'll be as humble to you as a servant : 

Bid whom you please, invite your noble friends, 

They shall be welcome all ; visit acquaintance, 

Gk> at your pleasure, now experience 

Has link'd you fast unto the chain of goodness ! 



THE CHANGES. 

love's cetteltt depbeojlted. 

A Sonff to a lute. 

Merciless Love, whom nature hath denied 
The use of eyes, lest thou shouldst take a pride 
And glory in thy murders, ii^hy am I, 
That never yet transgress'd thy deity, 
Never broke vow, from whose eyes never flew 
Disdainful dart, whose hard heart never slew. 
Thus ill rewarded P Thou art young ^id £ur, 
Thy mother sofb and gentle as the air, 
Thy holy fire still burning, blown with prayer. 
Then everlasting Love, restrain thy will : 
'Tis godlike to have power, but not to kill. 

AK IKOAKTATIOK. 

Followed by soft music. 

Appear! appear! 
And you, soft winds so clear, 
That dance upon the leaves and make them aing 



<. 
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Gentle love-lays to the spring, 
Gilding all the Tales below 
With your verdure, as ye blow, 
Baise these forms from under ground 
With a soft and happy soimd. 



XHE WILD-GOOSE CHASE. 

A FBIZE. 

A woman of a loving mind, a quiet, 

And* one that weighs the worth of him that loves her."^ 

APPABEITT LEVITT CAPABLE OP LOVIKa GBATITT. 

FiNAG and LiLLLi.-BL^irOA. 

Pinac, Self-will in a woman 

Chain'd to an overweening thought, is pestilent, 
Murders fair Eortune first, then fair Opinion. 

Lil, I can but grieve my ignorance. 

Bepentance, some say too, is the best sacrifice ; 
Fop sure, sir, if my chance had been so happy 
(As I confess I was mine own destroyer) 
As to have arriv'd at you (I will not prophesv. 
But certain, as I think), I should have pleas d you ; 
Have made you as much wonder at my courtesy, 
My love, and duty, as I have dishearten'd you. 
Some hours we have of youth, and some of folly ; 
And being free-bom maids, we take a liberty, 
And to maintain that, sometimes we strain highly. 

Pinac. Now you talk reason. 

Lil. But being yoak'd and govem'd, 

How fair we grow ! how gentle and how tender 
We twine about those loves that shoot up with us. 
A sullen woman fear, that talks not to you ; 
She has a sad and darkened soul ; loves dully : 
A merry and a free wench, give her liberty. 
Believe her, in the lightest form she appears to you, 
Believe her excellent, though she despise vou ; 
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Let but these fits and flashes pass, she'll show to you 
As jewels rubb'd from dust, or gold new burnished: 
Such had I been, had you believ'd ! 

Pinac. Is't possible ? 

Lit. And to your happiness I dare assure you, 
If true love be accounted so. Tour pleasure. 
Your will, and your command, had tied my motions: 
But that hope s gone. I know you are young and 
And, till you nave a wife can govern with you, [giddy, 
You sail u^on this world's sea, light and empty ; 
Your bark in danger daily. 'Tis not the name neither 
Of wife can steer you, but the noble nature, 
The diligence, the care, the love, the patience. 
She makes the pilot, and preserves the husband, 
That knows ana reckons every rib he is built on. 
But this I tell you to my shame. 

Pinae, I admire you ; 

And now am sorrv that I aim beyond you.i 



A WIFE FOE A MONTH. 

AirOTHEB TYBAKT FOISONXD. 

Jlphonao, Give me more air, air, more air ! blow, blow ! 
Open, thou Eastern gate, and blow upon me ! 
Distil thy cold dews, O thou icy moon. 
And rivers run through my afflicted spirit ! 
I am all fire, fire, fire T The raging Dog-star 
Eeigns in my blood ! Oh, which way shall I turn lue ? 
^tna, and all his fiames, burn in my head. 
Fling me into the ocean, or I perish ! 
Dig, dig, dig, till the springs fly up, 
The cold, cold springs, that I may leap into 'em, 
And bathe my scorch' d limbs in their purling pleasures! 
Qr shoot me up into the higher region, 
Where treasures of delicious snow are nourish'd, 
And banquets of sweet hail ! 

^ Am sorry thai I aim beyond you,"] Ho means, that he X8 sony ^ 
has transferred Ids addresses elsewhere. 
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RKffio. Hold him fast, friar ; 

Oh, how he bums I 
Jlph. What, will ye sacrifice roe ? 

Upon the altar lay my willing body, 

And pile your wood up, fling your holy incense ; 

Andy as I turn m^, you shall see all flame, 

Consuming flame. — Oh, hell, hell, hell ! Oh, horror. 
Mareo, To bed, good sir. 
jilph. My bed will bum about me : 

Like Phaeton, in all-consuming flashes 

I am endos'd ! Oh, for a cake of ice now, 

To dap unto my heart to comfort me ! 

My eyes bum out, and sink into their sockets. 

And my infected brain like brimstone boils ! 

I live in heU, and several furies vex me ! 

Oh, carry me where no sun ever show'd yet 

A face of comfort, where the earth is crvstal, 

Never to be dissolv'd ! where nought inhabits 

But night and cold, and nipping frosts, and winds 

That cut the stubborn rocks and make them shiver. 

THOUGHT 07 ▲ BBII)E0BOOM WHO IS TO DIE AT THE |E^D 07 

THE IfOKTH. 

Twenty sweet summers I will tie together. 

A THBEATSKIKa LOTE-MASQUE. 

fJb intimate to a Bride and Bridegroom that their Happiness will end in 

Misery*) 

Cupid, with his eyes bound, descends in a chariot, the Gbaceb 

sitting by him, 

Cupid. Unbind me, my delight : this night is mine. 

[The Gbaces unbind his eyes. 
Now let me look upon what stars here shine : 
Let me behold the oeauties ; then clap high 
My colour'd wings, proud of my deity. 
I am satisfied. Bind me again, and fast : 
My angry bow will make too great a waste 
Of beauly else. Now call my masquers in ; i 

Call with a song ; and let the sports begin : I 

s 
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Gall all my seryants, the effects of love^ 
And to a measure let them nobly more. 

0OVa BY THE GKICECL 

Oome, joa ser?antB of proud Loye^ 

Come away! 
"Fudy, nobly, gently more : 
Too long, too long, yon make ns stay. 
Fancy, Desire, Delight, Hope, Eear; — 
Distrust and Jealonty, be you too here ; 
Oonsunung CSare^ and tagiog Ire, 
And FoTcrty in^xwr attire, 
?iCarch fairly in ; and last, Despair. — 
Now, full music strike the air. 

Enter the Maaquers, as above mentioned^ and jinn in a meagure. 

After which Cupid speaks. 

Away ! I have done : the day begins to light : 
LoverSy you know your fitte : good night, good night! 
[Cupid emd the G-si-CES ascend in the eharioi. 

[This Masque, the best thing in which is the ironical coDgratolation 
with which it terminates, is a small and very siijcht sketdi alter the noble 
Masque of Cupid in Spenser, the persons of which include all the 
misei-ies of life, in midst of whom the God rides in triumph on 
a lion: — 

Next, after her, the Winged God himselfe 

Came riding on a hon rayenous 

Taught to obey the menage of that Elfe 

That man and beast, with powre imperious, 

Subdeweth to his kingdom tyrannous : 

His blindfold eies he bad awmle unbinde, 

That his prowd spoile of that same dolorous 

Fair Dame he might behold in perfect kinde : 
Which seene, he much rejoyc^d in his cruell minde. 

Of which full prowd, himselfe npzearing hye, 
He looked round about with steme disdayne, 
And did sur^ay his goodly company ; 
And, marshalhng the evill-ordered t»yne. 
With that, the cuurts which his right hand did fitrayae 
Full dreadJ^y he shooke, that aU did quake^ 
And clapt on nye his coloured wing^s twaine. 
That all his many it afihude did make : 
Tlio liAen"] blinding him againe, his way he forth did take. 

Faerie Qfieene^ Book iil Canto 12, StamtSl] 
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THE piLaBnc 



nmOCENT PASSION. 



AUtida, disguised as a hoy, and confined for supposed madness , easuiot cotUaijs 
her transports on meeting unexpectedly with her lover. 

Alinda (looking in at the door), Fej^bo^ and the MM^er of a 

Madhouse. 

Alin. Must I come in too ? 
Master, No, my pretty lad ; 

Keep in thy chamber, boy ; 'ahalt faaife ihj supper. 
Pedro, I pray you what is he, sir ? 
Mast, A stranfi;e boy, that last night 

Was found i' th' town^ a UtUe craz'd, distracted. 

And so sent hither. 
Pedro. How the pretty kpave looks, 

And plays, and peeps upon me ! —Sure such eyes 

I have seen and fov'd 1 — "What &ir hands ! — Certaiuly — 
Mast. Good sir, you'll make him worse. 
Pedro. I pray believe not : 

Alas, why should I hurt him ! — How he smiles ! 

The very shape and sweetness of Alinda ! 

Let me look once again. Were it in such clothes 

As when I saw her last 

Mast. IPrsLj you be mild, sir ! 

I must attend elsewhere. [Exit, and enter Alinda. 
Pedro. Pray you be secure, edr. — [bles ! 

What would you say P — ^How my heart beats and trem- 

He holds me hard by th* hand. O* my life, her flesh too ! 

I know not what to think ! Her tears, her true ones, 

Pure orient tears ! — ^HarJc^ do you know me, little one ! 
Jlin. Oh, Pedro, Pedro ! 
Pedro. Oh, my soul ! 
Alin- Let me hold thee ; 

And now come all the world, jaxxi all ihat hate me ! 
Pedro. Be wise, and not discover'd. Oh, how I love you ! 

How do you now ? 
Alin. I have been miserable ; 

But your most virtuous eyes have cured me, Pedro. 

Pray you think it no immodesty, I kiss v/^" • 

My head 's wild still ! 
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Pedro, Be not so full of passion. 

Nor do not hong so greedily upon me; 

'Twill be iU taken. 
Alin, Are jon weary of me P 

I will hang here eternally, kiss ever, 

And weep away for joy. 

PBSTTT IMITATION 07 MADNESS. 
JUnda, to mv# herae{ffrom, a new peri/, mgmn aeit ike pari of a lunatit^ 

Alinda arid Alfhokso. 

Alphonso. Dost thou dwell in Segovia, fool ? 
jilin. No, no, I dwell in Heaven ; 

And I have a fine little house, made of marmalade. 

And I am a lone woman, and I spin fbr Saint Peter ; 

I have a hundred little children, and they sing psalms 
with me. 
Alph. 'Tis pity this pretty thing should want understanding. 

But why do I stand talking. — Is this the way to the 
town, fool ? 
Mn, Tou must go o'er the top of that high steeple, gaffer, 

And then you shall come to a river twenty mile over, 

And twen^ mile, and ten ; and then you must pray, 

And still you must pray, and pray. [gafft^r, 

Jlph, Pray Heaven deliver me 

Prom such an ass as thou art. 
jilin. Amen, sweet gaffer ! 

And fling a sop of sugar-cake into it ; 

And then you must leap in, naked, 

And sink seven days together. Can you sink, gaffer? 
Jlph. Tes, yes. Pr'ythee, farewell : 

A plague o' that fool too, that set me upon thee 
Alin. Aid then 1*11 bring you a sup of milk shall serve you 

I am going to get apples. IShe smg* 

I am not proud, nor full of wine 
(This little flower will make me fine), 
Cruel in heart (for I shall ciy, 
_ If I see ft BpasTow die) : 
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I am not watchful to dofll, 
Kor glorious to punne it still t 
Nor pitilesB to those that weep ; 
Such as are, bid them go sleep. 

Alin, I'll bid you good even: for my boat stays for me 
yonder, 
And I must sup with the moon to-night in the 
Mediterranean. [Exit. 



THE CAPTAIN. 
80NG or LOYB DIBPAIBIKG, AIO) FBEPABED TO DIE. 

Away, delights ; go seek some other dwelling, 

For I must die : 
Farewell, false love ; thy tongue is ever telling 

Lie after lie. 
For ever let me rest now from thy smarts ; 

Alas, for pity go. 

And fire their hearts 
That have been hard to thee ; mine was not so* 

Never again deluding Love shall know me. 

For I will die ; 
And all those griefs that think to over-grow me^ 

Shall be as I : 
For ever will I sleep, while poor maids cry, 
" Alas, for pity stay, 

And let us die 
With thee ; men cannot mock us in the day." * 

WHAT IS LOVE P 

Tell me, dearest, what is Love P 
*Tis a lightning from above, 
'Tis an arrow, 'tis a fire, 
'Tis a boy they call Desire.' 

> 3Ioek tu in the clayJ] Exquisite are the conclusions of both those 
stanzus. 

^ Tell me, dearest, ^c,"] Tliis is the beautiful beginning of a song the 
rest of which is so poor, that I can hardly think Seaumont or Fletcher 
completed it. 3iark the variety and tone of the vowels, — 

*Tis an arrov, tb tifire^ 
'Tis a bojfi &c. 
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THE FBOFHSTESS.. 

/ TBIUM7H OTXlt TSnnCFH ITSJBIfV. 

; ' The Emperor Dioeleaian, having iriumpAed over hit enemies, and rttwrnt- 
^ and pardoned f alee friendt, abdieaUe at the highett nument of Mi glorjj. 

SoEiitE — Before the Tent of BioCLESiAK. 

Enter (in triumph with Raman ensigtui) Guard, Diocusia5 
Ghibikus, Aubelia, Maximhtiait, NiexB, Geta, am 
others; CoBBOX, Cassaita, Persians, as Prisoners; am 
Dbusilla, privately. 

Dio. I am rewarded in the act : your freedom 

To me's ten thousand triDmphs : jou, sur, share 
In all m;^ glories : and^ unkind Aurelia, 
[From being a captive, still command the victor. 
Nephew, remember by whose gift you are free. 
Tou I afford my pity : baser mincfs 
Insult on the afflicted : you shall know. 
Virtue and courage are admir'd and lov'd 
In enemies ; but more of that hereafter. — 
Thanks to your valour ; to your swords I owe 
This wreath triumphant. Nor be thou forgot, 
My first poor bondman ! Geta, I am glad 
Thou art tum'd a fighter. 

Geta, 'Twas against my will ; 

But now I am content with't. 

Char, But imagine 

What honours can be done to you beyond these. 
Transcending aU example ; 'tis in you 
To will, in us to serve it. 

Niger, We will have 

His statue of pure gold set in the Capitol, 
And he that bows not to it as a god, 
Makes forfeit of his head. 

Maxi, (aside), I burst with envy ! 

And yet these honours, which, conferr'd on me, 
Would make me pace on air, seem not to move him. 

Dio. Suppose this done, or were it possible 
I could rise higher still, I am a man ; 
And all these glories, em|)ires heap'd upon me, 
Confirm'd by constant friends, and faitmid guards, 
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Cannot defend me from a shaking fever, 

Or bribe the uncorrupted dart of Death 

To spare me one abort minute. Thus adom'idr^ 

III these triumphant robes, my body yields not 

A greater shadow than it did when 1 

Liv'd hoik poor and obscure ; a sword's sharp point 

Enters my flesh as far ; dreams break my sleep, 

As when 1 was a private man ; my passions 

Are stronger tyrants on me ; nor is greatness 

A saving antidote to keep me from 

A traitor's poison. ShaU I praise my fortune, 

Or raise the building of my happiness 

On her uncertain &vour P or presume 

She is my own, and sure, that yet was never 

Constant to any P Should my reason fail me 

(As flattery oft corrupts it), here's an example 

To speak, how far her smiles are to be trusted. 

The rising sun, this morning, saw this man 

The Persian monarch, and those subjects proud 

That had the honour but to kiss his feet ; 

And yet, ere his diurnal progress ends. 

He is the scorn of Portune. But you'll say 

That she forsook him for his want of courage. 

But never leaves the bold P Now, by my hopes 

Of peace and quiet here, I never met 

A braver enemy ! And, to make it good, 

Cosroe, Cassana, and the rest, be free. 

And ransomless return ! 

'Jos, To see this virtue 

Is more to me than empire ; and to be 
O'ercome by you a glorious victory. 

Waxi, (aside). What a devil means he next ! 

Dio. I know that glory 

Is like Alcides' shirt, if it stay on us 
Till pride hath mix'd it with our blood ; nor can we 
Part with it at pleasure ; when we woiild uncase, 
It brings along with it both flesh and sinews, 
Ajid leaves us living monsters. 

Ufaxi, (aside). Would *^ere come 

To my turn to put it on ! I'd run the hazard. 
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Dio. No ; T will not be pluck'd out by the ears, 
Out of this glorious castle ; uneompeird, 
I will surrender rather : Let it suffice 
I have touch'd the height of human happiness, 
And here I fix nil ultra. Hitherto 
I have liv'd a servant to ambitious thoughts, 
And fading glories ; what remains of life, 
I dedicate to Virtue ; and, to keep 
My faith untainted, farewell pride and pomp ! 
And circumstance of glorious majesty, 
Parewell for ever ! — Nephew, I have noted 
That you have long "with sore eyes look'd upon 
My flourishing fortune ; you shall have possession 
Of my felicity ; I deliver up ' 
My empire, and this gem I priz'd above it. 
And all things else that made me worth your envy. 
Freely unto you. — Gentle sir, your suffrage, 

[To Ckasotcb. 
To strengthen this. The soldier's love I doubt not : 
His valour, gentlemen, will deserve your favours, 
Which let my prayers further. All is yours. — 
But I have been too liberal, and given that 
I must beg back again. 

Mcuvi, What am I fallen from ! 

Dio, Nay, start not : — it is only the poor grange, 
The patrimony which my father left me, 
I would be tenant to. 

Ifaxi, Sir, I am yours : 

I will attend you there. 

Dio. No ; keep the court ; 

Seek you in Rome for honour : I will labour 

To find content elsewhere. Dissuade me not; , 

By Heaven, I am resolv'd ! — And now, Drusill% 

Being as poor as when I vow'd to make thee 

My wife, if thy love since hath felt no change, 

I'm ready to perform it. 

Dni8. Istilllov'd 

Tour person, not your fortunes. In a cottage^ 
Being yours. I am an empress. 
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DTOCLESIAJir IK HIS BETIBEMENT. 

BiocLJSSiAir and ubtjsilla. 

io. Come, DrusiDa, 

The partner of my best contents ! I hope now 
You dare believe me. 

'rM*. Yes, and dare say to you, 
I think you now most happy. 

Ho. You say true, sweet : 

Por, by my soul, I find now by experience^ 
Content was never courtier. 

^rus. I pray you walk on, sir ; 

The cool shades of the grove invite you. 

•to. Oh, my dearest ! 

When man has cast off his ambitious greatness. 
And sunk into the sweetness of himself, 
Built his foundation upon honest thoughts, 
"Not great, but good desires his daily servants, 
How quietly he sleeps ! How joyfully 
He wakes again, and looks on ms possessions. 
And from his willing labours feeds with pleasure I 
Here hang no comets in the, shapes of crowns 
To shake our sweet contents ; nor here, DrusiUa, 
Cares, like eclipses, darken our endeavours : 
"We love here without rivals, kiss with innocence : 
Our thoughts as gentle as our lips ; our children 
The double heirs both of our forms and faiths. 

tus. I am glad ye make this right use of this sweetness. 
This sweet retiredness. 

io. 'Tis sweet, indeed, love. 

And every circumstance about it shows it. 

How liberal is the spring in every place here ! 

The artificial court snows but a shadow, 

A painted imitation of this glory. 

Smell to this flower ; here Nature has her excellence ; 

Let all the perfumes of the empire pass this. 

The carefulTst lady's cheek show such a colour; 

Thev are gilded and adulterate vanities ; 

And here in poverty dwells noble nature. 



k 
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LOVE'S CUBE ; OB, THE MABTIAL MAID. 
FBESUMPnOK TAXrOHT. 

ZuaOf who had been bred effeminately , teaches a leuon qf true valoitrto 

IdtMoral, 

[Fight, Lttcio disarms LAMOBii. 

Lamoral. She is yours ! this and my life too. roHow your 
fortune ; [Gives up his lady^s glove. 

And give not only back that part the loser 
Scorns to accept of! 

Lucio. What's that ? 

Lam. My poor life ; 

Which do not leave me as a further torment, 
Having despoil'd me of my sword, mine honour, 
Hope of my lady's grace, mme, and all else 
That made it worth the keeping. 

Lucio. I take back 

No more from you than what you forced ifrom me^ 
And with a worser title. Yet think not 
That I'll dispute this, as made insolent 
By my success, but as one eaual with you, 
If so you will accept me. That new courage 
(Or call it fortune if you please) that is 
Conferr'd upon me by the only sight 
Of fair Genevora, was not bestowed on me 
To bloody purposes ; nor did her command 
Deprive me or the happiness to see her, 
But till I did redeem her favour from you ; 
Which only I rejoice in, and share with you 
In all you suffer else. 

Lam. This courtesy 

Wounds deeper than your sword can, or mine own: 
Pray you make use of either, and dispatch me ! 

Lucio. The barbarous Turk is satisfied with spoil; 
And shall I, being possess'd of what I came for. 
Prove the more infidel ? 

Lam. Ton were better be so 

Than publish my disgrace, as ' tis the costom. 
And which I must expect. 

Lucio. Judge better of me : 
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I have no tongue to tmmpet mine own praise 

To jour dishonour; 'tis a bastard courage 

That seeks a name out that way, no true-bom one. 

Pray you be comforted ! for, by all goodness, 

Sut to her virtuous self (the l)e8t part of it) 

I nerer will discorer on what terms 

I came bj these : which jet I take not from jou, 

Bat leave jou, in exchange of them, mine own, 

"With the desire of being a friend ; which if 

You will not grant me, but on further trial 

Of manhood in me, seek me when you please 

(And though I might refuse it wit& mine honour). 

Win them again, and wear them. So good-morrow ! 

{^Gives him his own hat, end exit, 
am. I ne'er knew what true valour was till now ; 
And have gain'd more bj this disgrace, than all 
The honours I have won. Thej made me proud, 
Fresumptuous of m j fortune, a mere beast, 
Fashion d bj them, onlj to dare and do, 
Yielding no reasons for mj wilful actions 
But wliAt I stuck on mj sword's point, presuming 
It was the best revenue. How imequal 
Wrongs, well maintain'd, make us to others ; which 
Ending with shiune, teach us to know ourselves 1 



WOMXK FLEASIJ). 
▲ misxb's nxLiGAcns. 

opez at a table wUhjeweii and wumeyupon it; an egg rooiting by a candle, 

topez. Whilst prodigal joung gaudj fools are banqueting, 
And laimching out their states to catch the giddj. 
Thus do I studj to preserve mj fortune, . 
And hatch with care at home the wealth that saints me. 
Here's rubies of Bengala, rich, rich, glorious ; 
These diamonds of Ormus, bought for little, 
Here vented at the price of princes' ransoms. 
How bright thej shme, like constellations I 
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The Soutb-sea's treasure here, pearl, fair and orieni, 

Able to equal Cleopatra's banquet ; 

Here chains of lesser stones for ladies' lustres, 

Ingots of gold, rings, brooches, bars of silver, 

These are my studies to set off in sale well, 

And not in sensual surfeits to consume 'em. — I 

How roasts mine egg ? he heats apace ; I'll turn him.^ 

Penurio I where, you knave, do you wait ? Fenurio, 

You lazy knave ! 

Enter Pbniteio. 

Pen, Did you call, sir ? 
Lopez. AVliere's your mistress ? 

"What vanity holds her from her attendance ? 
Pen. She is within, sir. 
Lopes. "Within, sir ? at what thrift, you knave? what getting? 

' How roast* mine egg ? ^c] This soliloquy is in imitation — I bope 
not in emulation, much less in malicious burlesque (as if from coiudoai 
&ilure) — of the magnificent one of the /i?i(; of Mnlta^ part of which I will 
take the opportunity of repeating. If the passage was written in good 
faith, it is to be commended as something of a pleasant echo, yoluntarilj 
playing second to its original, and terminating in a good bit of parody. 
But nothing can sully the lustre of the lines in Marlowe : — 

Bags of fiery opals, sapphires, amethysts. 

Jacinths, hard topaz, grass-green emeralds, 

Beauteous rubies, sparkling diamonds, 

And seld-seen costly stones of so great pricey 

As one of them, indifferently rated, 

And of a carat- of this quality, 

May serve, in peril of calamity. 

To ransom great kings from captivity : — 

This is the ware wherein consists my wealth ; 

And thus, methinks, should men of judgment firama 

Their means of traffic from the vulgar trade. 

And, as their wealth increaseth, so enclose 

Infinite riches in a little room. — 

But how now stands the wind ? 

Into what comer peers my halcyon's bill ? &c. 

Marlowe's lines were familiar to the audiences of Fletcher, and tht 
** How roasts mine egg ?" must have appeared to them very ludicrous. 

- A carat of this quality. "] The worth of a twenty-foiurth part of an ouM6 
of it. A carat is a weight of four grains, and an ounce of gold consisU 
of twenty-four carats. Diamonds' are valued at eight pounds per caittt 
rubies at four pounds, and other gems at three. 
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n. Getting a good stomach, sir, an she knew where to 
get meat to't ; 
She's praying heartily upon her knees, sir, 
That Heaven would send her a good dinner. 

>pez. Nothing but gluttony and surfeit thought on ! 
Health flung behind ! — ^Had she not yestenoiffht, nrrah. 
Two sprats to supper, and the oil allowable? 
Was she not sick with eating P Hadst not thou 
(Thou most ungrateful knave, that nothing satisfies) 
The water that I boil'd my other egg in. 
To make thee hearty broth ? 

m. 'Tis true, I had, sir ; 

But I might as soon make the philosopher's stone on't» 

I^nter Isabella. 

ipez. Welcome, my dove ! 

a6. Pray you keep your welcome to you, 

Unless it carries more than words to please me. 
Is this the joy to be a wife P to bring with me, 
Besides the nobleness of blood I spring from, 
A full and able ^rtion to maintain me P 
Is this the happmess of youth and beauty. 
The great content of being made a mistress. 
To live a slave subject to wants and hungers, 
To jealousies for every eye that wanders. 
Unmanly jealousy ? 
g. Good Isabella 



9pez 

ab» Too ffood for you ! Do you think to famish me. 
Or keep me like an alms-woman in such raiment. 
Such poor unhandsome weeds ? am I old, or ugly P 
I never was bred thus. Had you love in you. 
Or had humanity but ever known you. 
You would shame to use a woman of my way thus. 
So poor, and basely ! 

Tpez. 'Tis to keep you healthful 

(Surfeits destroy more than the sword) that I am careful 
Your meat should be both neat and cleanly handled ; 
See, sweet, I am cook myself, and mine own cater. 
1*11 add another dish ; you shall have milk to't ; 
'Tis nourishing and good. 

wi. With butter m% air? 
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Lopez, (aside). This kiunre would breed a finniae is i 

kingdom ! — 
(aloud). And dofches that shall oonteDt joa; joa murt 

be wise then. 

And lire se^uester'd to yourself and me, f 

Not wand'nng after erery toj eomes cross you, 
Nor stanick wibh every spleen. — ^Whaf s the him 
doing P Penurio! 

Pen. Hunting, sir, for a second course of flies here. 

Lopez. Untemperate knave, will nothing quench thy appe- 
I saw him eat two apples, which is monstrous. [tite ? 

Pen. If you had ^ven me those, 't had been more moDstrooB. 

Lopez. 'Tis a mam miracle to feed this villain. — 
Come, Isabella, let us in to supper, 
And think the Boman dainties at our table ! 
'Tis all but thought. [Er«itf. 

Pen, 'Would all my thoughts would do it I 

The devil should thimc of purchasing that egg-shell, 
To victual out a witch for the Burmoothees. 
'Tis treason to any good stomach living now 
To hear a tedious grace said, and no meat to^t ! 
I have a radish yet, but that's but transitory. 



THE SEA- VOYAGE. 
UKQUEirCHABILITY OF TEUTH. 

Take heed of lies. Truth, though it trouble some minds, 
Some wicked minds, that are both dark and dangerouB, 
Yet it preserves itself, comes off pure, innocent^ 
And, like the sun, though never so oclips'd, 
Must break in glory. 



THE FAIB MATT) OF THE IKN. 

AIT OLD SAILOB'S OPINIOlir OE SEA ABD LAITD. 

Oh, my old Mend, my tried fidend^ my Bapiasta! 
"^^ese daya oi xeBit osi^i te^8^\Q%^s^ii^ ^nth 
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Our tougher natures ; those were golden ones, 
Which were enjoy*d at sea ! that's our true mother ; 
The land 's to us a step-dame. There we sought 
Honour and wealth tiirbugh dangers ; yet those dangers 
Delighted more than their rewanis, tlKragh great ones, 
And worth the undertakers. Here we study 
The kitchen arts, to sharpen appetite, 
Dull'd with ahundaaoe ; and dispute with Heaven, 
If that the least puff of the rou^h north wind 
Blast our time's Durden, rendering to oar palates 
The charming juice less pleasine; whereas there, 
If we had hiscuit, powder'd flesh, fresh water. 
We thought them Persian delieatoi ; and, for music, 
If a strong gale but made the main-yard crack, 
We danced to the loud minstrel. 

THE CROVrSISQ VJLRTUX. 

Bear tiiy wrongs 
With noble patience, the afllicted's friend. 
Which ever, in all actions, crowns the end« 



THE TWO KOBLE JLINBMEK. 

AlTLICnOK MUST BS SSBTZB BXFOSS JOT. 

Three widowed queens atk ndfiom Theeeui agmmtt Iheur enemiee, om his 

bridal dojf* 

SdKE— Athxks. Before the Temple. 

Music. Enter HxHSir with a tar^ Iwning ; a Bojr, in a 
white robe^ before, nngitiff and strewing /lowers; after 
Hymen, a Nymph, tMompoMsed in her tresses, bearing 
a wheaten garland ; then TsssEUS, between two oilisr 
Nymphs, with wheaten ekaiplets on their heads / then MiPm 
POLiTA, led by PEBiTHOirs, and another holding a garlanil 
over her head, her tresses Ukewise hanging; after hsr^ 
Emilia, holding up her train, Abteshts and Aiietsdatiis, 
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Boses, their sharp spines being gone, 
Kot royal in their smells alone. 

But in their hue ; 
Maiden pinks, of odonr fSunt, 
Daisies smell-less, jet most quaint. 

And sweet thime true ; 

Primrose, first-bom child of Yer, 
Merrf spring-time's harbinger, 

With ner bells dim : 
Ozlips in their cradles erowing, 
Mwigolds on death-beds blowmg, 

Lark-heels trim $ 

All dear 19'ature's children sweet, 
lae 'fore bride and bridegroom's feet. 

Blessing their sense ! [Stremny fotun* 

"Sot an angel of the air, 
Bird melodious or bird fidr. 

Be absent hence ! 

The crow, the slanderous cuckoo, nor 
The boding raven, nor chough hoar, 

Nor chatt'ring pie. 
May on our bridenouse perch or sing. 
Or with thorn any discord bring, 

But from it fly ! 

JSnter Three Queens, in blach, with veils stainfd, with Imperial 
Crowns, lite Pirst Queen falls down at the foot of 
Theseus ; the Second falls down at the foot of Hippoliti ; 
the Third before Emilia. 

1 Queen. For pity's sake, and true gentility's. 

Hear and respect me ! 

2 Queen. For your mother's sake, 

And as you wish your womb may thrive with fair ones, 
Hear, and respect me ! 

3 Queen. Now for the love of him whom Jove hath mark'd 

The honour of your bed, and for the sake 
Of clear virginity, be advocate 
Por us, and our distresses ! This good deed 
Shall raze you, out o' the book of trespasses^ 
All you are set down there. 
Thes. Sad lady, rise ! 



THl TWO KOBLS KDSntXS. 278 

Hip, Stand up ! 

Emi. No knees to me ! What woman I 

May stead, that is distress'd, does bind me to her. 

Fhes. What's your request P Deliver you for all. 

L Queen. We are three queens whose sovereigns fell before • 
The wrath of cruel Creon ; who endur'd 
The beaks of ravens, talons of the kites, 
And pecks of crows, in the foul fields of Thebes. 
He will not suffer us to bum their bones. 
To urn their ashes, nor to take th' offence 
Of mortal loathsomeness from the blest eye 
Of holy Phoebus, but infects the winds 
With stench of our slain lords. Oh, pity, duke ! 
Thou purger of the earth, draw thy fear'd sword 
That does good tiums to th' world ; give us the bones 
Of our dead kings, that we may chapel them ! 
And of thy boundless goodness, take some note 
That for our crowned heads we have no roof 
Save this, which is the lion's and the bear's, 
And vault to everything ! 

!%e8. Pray you kneel not ! 

I was transported with your speech, and suffer'd 
Your knees to wrong themselves. I have heard the 

fortunes 
Of your dead lords, which gives me such lamenting 
As wakes my vengeance and revenge for 'em. 
King Capaneus was your lord. The day 
That he should marry you, at such a season 
As now it is with me, I met your groom' 
By Mars's altar ; you were toat time fair, 
Not Juno's mantle fairer than your tresses, 
Nor in more bounty spread her ; your wheaten wreath 
Was then nor thresh'd nor blasted ; Fortune at you 
Dimpled her cheek with smiles ; Hercules our kinsman 
(Then weaker than your eyes) laid by his dub. 
He tumbled down upon his Nemean hide. 
And swore his sinews thaw'd.' O G-rief and Time, 
Fearful consumers, you will all devour ! 

' Groom.'] Bridegroom. 

s Jud swore hit sinews thawed,'] This is Shakspeare all over. 
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1 Queen. Oh, I hope some god. 

Some god hath put his mercy in your manhood. 
Whereto he'll infuse power, and press jou forth 
Our undertaker ! 
*7^s. Oh, no knees ; none, widow ! 

Unto the helmeted Bellona use th«n, 

And pray for me, youif soldier. — Troubled I am^ 

[Tflimt away. 

2 Queen. Honoured Hippolita, 

Most dreaded Amazonian, that hast shun 

The scythe-tusk'd boar ; that, with tiiy arm as strong 

As it is white, wast near to make the male 

To thy sex captive ; but that this thy lord 

(Bom to uphold creation in that honour 

Tirst Nature styled it in) shrunk thee into 

The bound thou wast o'er-flowing, at once subduing 

Thy force and thy affection ; solcueress. 

That equally canst poise sternness with pity,' 

"Who now, 1 know, hast much more power on bim 

Than e'er he had on thee ; who ow'sfc his strength 

And his love too, who is a servant to 

The tenor of thy speech ; dear glass of ladies, 

Bid him that we, whom flaming War doth scorch. 

Under the shadow of his sword may cool us ! 

Eequire him he advance it o'er our heads ; 

Speak' t in a woman's key, like such a woman 

As any of us three ; weep ere you fail ; 

Lend iis a knee ; 

But touch the ground for us no longer time 

Than a dove's motion, when the head's pluck'd off !3 

' SoldieresSf 

That equally canst poise sternness with pitif,'] Tills, too, is the great 
dramatist, and in his noblest manner. So is what follows about the 
shadow of the sword. 

'•^ Ow^stJ] Ownestj possessest. 

^ But touch tlie ground for us no longer time 
Than a dove*s motion^ when the head's pluck* d offf\ This also has been 
supposed proof positive of Shakspeare's hand. I think it is ; bui I 
must also oe of opinion, that it is his hand in its excess, and that ho 
might possibly have withheld the passage on revision. If not, I cannot 
help regarding it as one of those superfluities to which Ben Jonson alluded. 
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Tdl him, if he i' th* blood-siz'd^ field lay swolu, 
Sbowing the sun his teeth, grianing at the moon^ 
What you would do ! 

JKp. Poor lady, say no more ! 

I had as uef trace this good action with you 
As that whereto I am going, and never yet 
Went I so willing way. My lord is taken 
Heart-deep with your distress : let him consider ; 
m speak anon. 

3 Queen. Oh, my petition was [To Emilii. 

Set down in ice, which by hot grief uncancQed 
Melts into diopa 2 so sorrow wanting form 
Is press'd with deeper matter. 

Em. Pray stand up ; 

Your erief is written in your cheek. 

3 Queen, Oh, woe I 

You cannot read it there ; here, through my tears, 
Like wrmkled pebbles in a giassy stream, 
You may behold 'em ! Lady, lady, alack, 
He that will all the treasure know o' th' earth, 
Must know the centre too ; he that will fish 
For my least minnow, let lum lead his line 
To catch one at my heart. Oh, pardon me ! 
Extremity, that sharpens sundry wits. 
Makes me a fboL 

Emi, Pray you say nothing ; pray you I 

Who cannot feel nor see the rain, being in't, 
Knows neither wet nor dry. If that you were 

vihen, in answer to a remark of the plajers, that Bhakupeare nerer blotted 
a line, he expressed a wish tiiat he hod blotted a thousand. My objec- 
tion is, that whatever may be its trntii to nature in regard to the 
matter of fact which it describes, it is wholly out of place in regard to 
feeling. It is fentastically brought in $ makes a show (in consequence) 
of a £iowledge not worth the showing ; presents a revolting image 
where eyeiyiSdng ought to be attuohing and graceful ; in short, is more 
suitable to the mouth of a cook-maid than a queen, and would not have 
been creditable to a petitioner in the mouth of anyone. What follows 
respecting the '* blood-sized field,'* the *' swollen limbs," and the 
teeth grinning at sun and moon, is not, I think, a detail which a 
woman would allow herself to give ou such an occasion. It would 
better become a person less bereaved, and a narrator rathmr than a 
suffisrer* 

' Blood'ii^d,'\ Blood-paated 01 \^i9^ 
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• 

The ground-piece of some painter, I would buy yon, 
To instruct me 'gainst a capital grief indeed 
(Such heart-pierc*d demonstration !) ; but, alas, 
Boeing a natural sister of our sex, 
Your sorrow beats so ardently upon me. 
That it shall make a counter-reflect 'gainst 
My brother 8 heart, and warm it to some piiy [foit. 
Though it were made of stone. Pray have good com- 
Thes, Forward to th' temple ! leave not out a jot 
O' th' sacred ceremony. 

1 Queen. Oh, this celebration 

Will longer last, and be more costly, than 

Your suppliants' war ! Bemember that your fame 

Knolls in the ears o* th' world. What you do quickly 

Is not done rashly ; your first thought is more 

Than others' labour'a meditance ; your premeditating 

More than their actions ; but (oh, Jove !) your actions, 

Soon as they move, as osprays do the fish, 

Subdue before they touch. Think, dear duke, think 

What beds our slain kings have ! 

2 Queen, What griefs our beds. 

That our dear lords have none ! 
8 Queen, None fit for the dead. 

Those that with cords, knives, drams, precipitance, 

Weary of tliis world's light, have to themselves 

Been Death*8 moat horrid agents, human grace 

Affords them dust and shadow. 
1 Queen. But our lords 

Lie blist'ring 'fore the visitating sun. 

And were good kings when living. 
Thes, It is true ; 

And I will give you comfort, 

To give your dead lords* graves :^ 

The which to do must make some work with Creon. 
1 Queen. And that work [now] presents itself to the doiog 

Now 'twill take form ; the heats- are gone to-mo rrow 

Then bootless Toil must recompense itself 

* To g^lve your dead lordi graves^ That is to say, I will give you such 
comfort as you require, for your purpose of giving it to tlie dead. 

* TAe heats.'] Tho opportumliea \ ^.Via oQCA&ioiL for striking whil^ 
there is heat in the iron. 
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With its own sweat ; now lie'« secure, 
Not dreams we stand before your pui38ance> 
Binsing our holy begging in our eyes, 
To make petition dear. 

2 Queen. Now you may take him, 

Drunk with hi» victory* 

3 Queen. And his array full 

Of bread and sloth. 
TAes. Artesius, that best know'st 

How to draw out, fit to this enterprise. 

The prim'st for this proceeding, and the number 

To carry such a business ; forth and levy 

Our v/orthiest instruments ; whilst we dispatch 

This grand act of our life, this daring deed 

Of fate in wedlock ! 

1 Queen. Dowagers, take hands ! 

Let us bo widows to our woes ! Delay 
Commends us to a famishing hope. 
All the Queens. Farewell ! 

2 Queen. We come unseasonably ; but when could Grief 

Cull forth, as unpang'd Judgment can, fit'st time 
For best solicitation. 

Tkes. Why, good ladies. 

This IS a service, whereto I am ^oing. 
Greater than any war ; it more imports me 
Than all the actions that I have foregone. 
Or futurely can cope. 

1 Queen. The more proclaiming 

Our suit shall be neglected. When her arms, 
Able to lock Jove from a synod, shall 
By warranting moon-light corslet thee, oh, when 
Her twinning cherries shall their sweetness fidl 
Upon thy tasteful lips, what wilt thou think 
Of rotten kings, or blubber'd queens ?' what caro 
For what thou feel'st not, what thou feel'st being able 
To make Mars spurn his drum ? 

' Rotten kivgi or blubber'd queens.'] Tlie "moonlight** nnd (lio 
** twinning cherriefl*' are beantiml, and of the right Sliakfpcnriuti nwritf • 
ness ; but what arc we to say to the remainder of thii paiiiago H " 'J*h(t 
ueader ought to recollect," says Mr. Dyce, **that formerly tliU won! 
[blubber'd] did not convey the somewhat ludicrous idas wtiioh it din'i 
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Six}. Though much unlike^ [JTnee/^. 

You should be so transported, as much BOrrj' 
I should be such a suitor, yet I think, 
Did I not, by th' abstaining of tof joy. 
Which breeds a deeper longing, cure the surfeit, 
That craves a present medicine, I should pluck 
All ladies' scandal on me. Therefore, sir, 
As I shall here make trial of mj prayers, 
Either presuming them to have some force. 
Or sentencing for aye their vigour dumb, 
Prorogue this business we are going about, and hang 
Your shield afore your heart, about that neck 
Which is my fee, and which I freely lend 
To do these poor queens service ! 

All Queens. Oh, help now 1 [lb Emilu. 

Our cause cries for your knee. 

Emi. If you grant not 

My sister her petition, in that force. 
With that celerity and nature,, whidi 
She makes it in, from henceforth I'll not dare 
To ask you anything, nor be 00 hardy 
Ever to take a husband. 

Thes, Pray stand up ! 

I am entreating of myself to do 
That which you kneel to have me. — ^Perithous, 
Lead on the bride ! Get you and pray the gods 
For success and return ; omit not anything 
In the pretended^ celebration. Queens, 
Follow your soldier. — As before, hence you. 
And at the banks of Aulis meet us with 
The forces you can raise, where we shall find 
The moiety of a number, for a business 

at present." Not of necessity, I conceive ; yet still not without instances 
of the modem impression : and it seems evident that a disparaging 
Bcnse is intended, otherwise why so strong and offensive an epithet as 
*' rotten" applied to the dead kings ? There wfll probably be a wish in 
the minds of most readers, that both of the epithets had been spared. 

^ Though much unlike^ ^"z?.] /. c. Tliough it is very unlikely you 
should be so carried away by your feelings, and though, on the other 
hand, I am equally sorry to second the violence done to them at such a 
moment, yet I think, &c. 
' Fnietided.'\ PredctetmmeOL. 
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More bigger looVd ! — lExit Abtzsivs.] Since tliat mir 
theme is haste, 

I stamp this kiss upon thj currant lip ; 

Sweety keep it as my token ! Set you forward ; 

Eor I will see you gone. 
[Exeunt towards the Ten^ all but FEBiTHOxrs, Thxsetts, 
and Queens.] 

Earewell, my beauteous sister ! Perithous, 

Keep the ieaak full ; bate not an hour on*t ! 
Per. Sir, 

I'll follow you at heels. The feast's solemnity 

Shall want till your return. 
The*, Cousin, I charge you 

Budge not frcnn Athens ; we shall be returning 

Ere you can «id this feast, of which I pray you 

Make no abatement* Once more, farewell all ! 

1 Queen. Thus dost thou still make good the tongue o' th^ 

2 Queen. And eam'st a deity equal with Mbtb, [world* 

3 Queen. If not abo¥e him, for 

Thou being but mortal, mak'st affections bend 
To godlike honours ; they themselves, some say, 
Groan imder such a mastery. 
Thes. As we are men. 

Thus should we do ; being sensually subdued. 
We lose our human title. Good cheer, ladies ! 

[^Flourish. 
Now turn we towards your comforts. {Exeunt. 

TBJESDSBIP IK eiBLHOOB. 

** Hippotiia and Emilia dUemtrting of the friendship between Perithous and 
ThegenSy Emilia relates a panUlel instance oft/ie love between herself and 
Fiona, being girls.** 

Emilia. I was acquainted 

Once with a time, when I enjoy'd a playfellow ; 
You were at wars when she the grave enrich'd, 
"Who made too proud the bed, took leave o' th' moon 
("Which then look'd pale at parting) when our count 
Was each eleven. 
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JERp, It was Flavia. 

jEWii. Yes. 

You talk of Perithous' and TheBeos' love : 

Theirs has more ground, is more maturely season'dy 

More buckled with strong judgment, and their needs 

The one of th' other may be said to water 

Their intertaneled roots of love ; but I 

And she (I sigh and spoke oi} were things innooeftt; 

Lov'd, for we did ;^ and like the elements 

That know not what nor why, yet do effect 

Bare issues by their operance, our souls 

Did so to one another. What she liked, 

Was then of me approved ; what not, oondemn'd,— 

Ko more arraignment ; the flower that I would pluck 

And put between my breasts, (then but beginning 

To swell about the blossom) she would long 

Till she had such another, and commit it 

To the like innocent cradle, where, phoeniz-likey 

They died in perfume ; on my head no toy 

But was her pattern ; her affections^ (pretty. 

Though happily her careless wear) I follow d 

Per my most serious decking ; had mine ear 

StoFn some new air, or at adventure humm'd one 

From musical coinage, why, it was a note 

Whereon her spirits would sojourn (rather dwell on) 

And sing it in her slumbers. This rehearsal 

(Which, every innocent wots well, comes in 

Like old Importment's bastard)> has this end. 

That the true love 'tween maid and maid may be 

More than in sex dividual. 

^ Lov'difor toe did,"] Loved because we did ; loved for loTmg*s lake. 

' JffectionA'] Fancies ; tastes in apparel. 

•* Like old Importment^ 8 bastard.'] Who was he ? and who was ** old 
Importment" himself ? The sense is very obscure. Mr. Weber*8 in- 
lerpretation appears to be adopted by the commentators. He con- 
st rues the passage thus : — This rehearsal of our affections (which, 
every innocent soul well knows, comes in like the mere bastard, the£unt 
shadow of tlie true import, the real extent of our natural affections) has 
this end, or purpose, — to prove that the love between two maidens, &c— 
I suspect tliat " old Importment" was something special and significant. 
He looks very hke our old friend *' Moral," who is so officious in ex- 
/dainiiig JEsop's Fables. 
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IHFAISOITMEKT, rSIEXTDSHIP, AND LOTE. 

Ftlamon and Jrette^ iwofrieudi m prison, are turned into enemies by love. 

ScSHX — A Boom in a PrUon^ looking out on a garden. 

Enter the Two Captives /rom opposite doors. 

Pal. How do jou, noble coasin ? 

Are, How do you, sir P 

Pal, Why, strong enough to laugh at Misery, 

And bear the chance of war yet. We are prisoners, 
I fear, for ever, cousin. 

Arc. I believo it ; 

And to that destiny have patiently 
Laid up my hour to come. 

Pal. Oh, cousin Arcite, 

Where is Thebes now P where is our noble country P 
Where are our friends, and kindreds P Never more 
Must we behold those comforts ; never see 
The hardy youths strive for the games of honour^ 
Hung with the painted favours of their ladies, 
Like tall ships under sail ; then start amongst 'em. 
And, as an east wind, leave 'em all behind us 
Like lazy clouds, whilst Polamon and Arcite, 
Even in the wagging of a wanton leg, 
Out-stript the people's praises, won the garlands, 
Ere they have time to wish 'em ours. Oh, never 
Shall we two exercise, like twins of Honour, 
Our arms again, and feel our fiery horses, 
Like proud seas under us ! Our good swords now 
(Better the red-eyed god of war ne'er wore), 
Bavish'd our sides, like age must run to rust, 
And deck the temples of those gods that hate us ; 
These hands shaU never draw 'em out like lightning, 
To blast whole armies, more ! 
Are, No, Palamon, 

Those hopes are prisoners with us. Here we are. 
And here the graces of our youths must wither, 
Like a too-timely spring ; here Age must find us. 
And, which is heaviest, Palamon, unmarried ; 
The sweet embraces of a loving wife 
Loaden with kisses^ arm'd with thousand Gu^lds^ 



282 ZKB TWO VOBIiB KOmMXg. 

ShaH never claep our necks ! no issue know us ; 

No figures of ourselves shall we e'er see. 
To glad our age, and like ^oung eagles teach 'em 
Boldly to gaze against bngbt arms, and saj 
Bemember what your fathers were, and conquer! 
The fai]>eyed maids shall weep our banishments, 
And in their songs curse ever-blinded Portune, = 
Gl?ill she for shame see what a wrong she baa done 
To Youth and Nature. This is all our wadd; 
We shall know nothing here, but one another ; 
Hear nothing, but the clock that tells our woes ; 
The vine shfdl grow, but we shall never see it ; 
Summer shall come, and with her all delights. 
But dead-cold Winter must inhabit here still I 

JPaL 'Tis too true, Arcite ! To our Theban hounds, 
That shook the aged forest with their edioes, 
No more now must we halloo ; no more shake 
Our pointed javelins, whilst the angzy swine 
Flies like a Parthian quiver from our rages. 
Stuck with our well-steel'd darts ! All valiant uses 
(The food and nourishment of noble minds) 
In us two here shall perish ; we shall die 
(Which is the curse of Honour!), lastly, 
Children of Grief and Ignorance. 

Arc. Yet, cousin, 

Even from the bottom of these miseries. 
From all that Fortime can inflict upon us, 
I see two comforts rising, two mere blessings. 
If the gods please to hold here^ ; a brave patience. 
And the enjoying of our griefs together. 
Whilst Palamon is with me, let me perish 
If I think this our prison ! 

Fal. Certainly 

'Tis a main goodness, cousin, that our fortunes 
Were twined together. 'Tis most true, two soub 
Put in two noble bodies, let 'em suffer 
The gall of hazard, so they grow together, 
Will never sink ; they must not ; say they could, 
A willing man dies sleeping, and all's done. 

^ To hold here^ To kee^ station ; to maintaiii superintendenoe. 
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tre. Shall we make worthy uses of tiiis place. 
That all men hate so much t 

^al. How, gentle cousin P 

ire. Let's think this prison a holy sanctuaiy, 
To keep us from corruption of worse m^i ! 
We are young, and yet desire the ways of Honour; 
That, liberty and common conversation, 
Tkm poison of pure spirits, might, like women, 
Woo us to wander from. What worthy Messing 
Can be, but our imaginations 
May make it ours P and here being thus together, 
We are an endless mine to one another ; 
We are one another's wife, ever begettii^ 
New births of Love ; we are father, firiends, aoauaint- 
We are, in one another, ^milies ; [ance ; 

I am your heir, and you are mine ; ^s place 
Is our inheritance ; no hard oppressor 
Dare take this from us : here, with a Mttie patience, 
We shall live long, and loving ; no surfeits se^ us ; 
The hand of War hurts none here, nor the seas 
Swallow their youth ; were we at libetty, 
A wife might part us lawfully, or business ; 
Quarrels consume us ; envy of ill men 
Graved our acquaintance ; 1 mi^ht sicken, cousin, 
Where you should never know it, and so perish 
Without your noble hand to close mine eyes. 
Or prayers to the gods. A thousand chances. 
Were we from hence, would sever us. 

*aL You have made me 

(I thank you, cousin Arcite!) almost wanton 

With my captivity. What a misery 

It is to live abroad, and everywhere ! 

'Tis like a beast methinks ! I find the court here, 

I am sure, a more content ;^ and aU those pleasures 

^ Grave.'] Put an end to ; bury. 

" Ditches ^rave you all." 

Timon of Ailteta. 
- A more contentT] This word morey must surely be a misprint for 
ere : " a mere content ;" that is, a court which gives thorough con- 
'ntment. The word mere, used in this way, is of constant occurrence 
I writings of the time. 



284 THB TWO KOBLE KIKSHSV. 

That woo the wills of men to vanity, 
I see through now ; and am snfBieient 
To tell the world, 'tis but a gaudy shadow 
That old Time, as he passes by, takes with him. 
What had we been, old in the court of Creon, 
Where sin is justice, lust and ignorance 
The virtues of the great ones P Cousin Arcite, 
!^d not the loving gods found this place for us. 
We had died as they do, ill old men unwept. 
And had their epitaphs, the people's curses !^ 
Shall I say more ? 

Are, I would hear you stilL 

Pal, You shall. 

Is there record of any two that lov'd 
Better than we do, Arcite P 

Arc, Sure there cannot. 

Pal, I do not think it possible our friendship 
Should ever leave us. 

Arc, Till our deaths it cannot; 

And afler death our spirits shall be led 

To those that love eternally. Speak on, sir I 

Enter Emilia, arid her Servant, below. 

Etni. This garden has a world of pleasure in't. 

What flower is this ? 
Serv, 'Tis call'd Narcissus, madam. 
Emi, That was a fair boy certain, but a fool 

To love himself; were there not maids enough P — 
Arc, Pray, forward ! 
Pal Yes.— 

Emi, Or were they all hard-hearted ? 
Serv, They could not be to one so fair. 
Emi, Thou wouldst not *i 
Serv. I think I should not, madam. 
Emi. That's a good wench ! 

But take heed to your kindness though ! 

* TAe people's curses.'] "This scene," observes Lanib, "bears indubit- 
able marks of Fletcher ; the two which precede it [Theseus with tlic 
queen, and a scene not here given] give strong countenance to tlw tra- 
<lition that Shakspeare had a hand in tliis play. The same judgment may 
be formed of the death of Arcite and some other passages." 
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Serv. Why, madam P 
£mi. Men are mad things. — 
Arc. Will you go forward, cousin ? — 
Emi. Canst not thou work such flowers in silk, weneh P 
Serv. Yes. 

£mu I'll have a gown full of 'em ; and of these ; 
This is a pretty colour. WiU 't not do 
Barely upon a skirt, wench ? 
Serv, Dainty, madam.— 

Arc. Cousin! Cousin! How do you, sir? Why, Falamont 
Pal. Never till now I was in prison, Ardte. 
Arc. Why, what's the matter, man ? 
Pal. Behold, and wonder ! 

By Heaven, she is a goddess ! 
Arc. Ha! 
Pal. Do reverence ! 

She is a goddess, Arcite ! — 
Emi. Of all flowers, 

Methinks a rose is best. 
Serv. Why, gentle madam ? 
Emi. It in the very emblem of a maid : 

For when the west wind courts her gently, 
How modestly she blows, and paints the sun 
With her ch^te blushes ! when the north comes near 
£ude and impatient, then, like Chastity, [her. 

She locks her beauties in her bud again, 
And leaves him to base briers. 
Are. She's wond'rous fair ! 
Pal. She's all the beauty extant ! 

Emi. The sun grows high ; let's walk in ! Keep these flowers ; 
We'll see how near Art can come near their colours. 

[Exit toith Servant. 
PaL What think you of this beauty P 
Are. 'Tis a rare one. 
PaL Is't but a rare one P 
Are. Yes, a matchless beauty. 

PaL Might not a man well lose himself, and love her ? 
Are. I cannot tell what you have done ; I have ; 

Beshrew mine eyes for't ! Now I feel my shackles. 
PaL Tou love her, then ? 
Are. Who would not P 
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FaL And desire her P 

Are. Before my liberty. ,;^ 

PaL I saw her first. ^^ 

4r€, That's nothing. 

PaL But it shall be. 

Arc. I saw her too. 

PaL Tes ; but you mnst iiot love her. 

Arc. I will not, as you do ; to worship her. 

As she is heavenly, and a blessed goddess : 

I love her as a woman ; 

So both may love, 
PaL Tou shall not love at all ! 
Arc, Not love at all ? who shall deny me p» 
PaL I that first saw her ; I, that took possession 

First with mine eye on all those l)eauties in her 

Beveal'd to mankind ! If thou lovest her ; , 

Or entertain'st a hope to blast my wishes. 

Thou art a traitor, Arcite, and a fellow 

False as thy title to her. — Friendship, bloody 

And all the ties between us, I disclaim. 

If thou once think upon her ! 
Arc, Yes, I love her ; 

And if the lives of all my name lay on it, 

I must do so. I love her with my soul. 

If that will lose you, farewell, Pafamon I 

I say again, I love ; and, in loving her, maintain 

I am as worthy and as free a lover, 

And have as just a title to her beauty, 

As any Paiamon, or any living, 

That is a man's son. 
PaL Have I call'd thee friend ? 
Arc, Yes, and have found me so. Why are you mov'dthusP 

Let me deal coldly with you ! am not I 

* Who shall deny me?'^ I cannot help thinking that an " I" is 
wanting at the end of tliis line, to commence the answer of Fahunon. 
A syllable is wanting to complete the verse ; the personal pronoun tng- 
.gests itself as the syllable ; it is warranted, perhaps necessarily impliMi 
by the I's wliich follow, and which sound lUce reasons for it $ it it im* 
{>etuous, instantaneous, and leaves nothing to be desired. 

Arc, Not love at all \ Who shall deny me ? 

PoA /. 

/that first saw her *, I thafc \^a\l "^^ttOMson^ 4o, 



THS TWO KOBLE XIKBHXir. 287 

Part of your blood, part of your soul ? you have told me 

That I was Palamon, and you were Arcite. 
Pal Yes. 
Arc, Am not I liable to those affections, 

Those joys, griefs, angers, fears, my Mend shall suffer P 
Pal. You may be. 
Arc. Why then would you deal so cunningly, 

So strangely, so unlike a ISToble Kinsman, 

To love alone ? Speak truly ; do you think me 

Unworthy of her sight ? 
Pal. No; but unjust, ' 

If thou pursue that sight. 
Are. Because another 

iPirst sees the enemy, shall I stand still, 

And let mine honour down, and never charge P 
Pal. Yes, if he be but one. 
Arc. But say that one 

Had rather combat me ? 
Pal. Let that one say so» 

And use thy freedom ! else, if thou pursuest her. 

Be as that cursed man that hates his country, 

A branded villain ! 
Arc. You are mad- 
Pa/. I must be, 

Till thou art worthy, Arcite ; it concerns me ! ' 

Andy in this madness, if I hazard thee 

And take thy life, I deal but truly. 
Arc. !Fjr,Bir! 

You play the child extremely : I will love her, 

I must, I ought to do so, and I dare ; 

And all this justly. 
Pa/* Oh, that now, that now 

Thy false self^ and thy friend, had but this fortune. 

To be one hour at liberty, and grasp 

Our good swords in our hands, I'd quickly teach thee 

What 'twere to filch affection from another ! 

lliou art baser in it than a cutpurse ! 

Fat but thy head out of this window more, 

And, as I have a soid, I'll nail thy life to't ! 
Are. Thou dar'st not, fool ; thou can'st not ; thou art feeble * 

Put my head out P I'll throw my body out^ 
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And leap the garden, when I see her next. 
And pitch between her arms, to anger thee. 

Enter Jailor. 

FaL No more ! the Keeper's coming : I shall live 

To knock thy brains out with my shackles. 
Jre. Do! 

Jaihr. By your leave, gentlemen ! 
Fal. Now, honest Keeper ? 
Jailor, Lord Arcite, you must presently to the doke : 

The cause I know not yet. 
Are. I am ready. Keeper. 
Jailor, Prince ralamon, I must awhile bereave you 

Of your fair cousin's company. [^Exii with Abcitz. 
PaL And me too. 

Even when you please, of life ! 

PBATEB TO IfABS. 

Falamon and Arcite being allowed by Theaeus to figkt for Emilia^ JrcHi 

puts up a prayer to Mars. 

Thou mighty one, that with thy power hast tum'd 
Green Neptune into purple ; [whose approach] 
Comets prewarn ; whose havock in vast field 
Unearthed skulls proclaim ; whose breath blows down 
The teemiDg Ceres' foyzon ; who do3t pluck^ 

* ir/io dost pluck 

With hand armipotent, ^cJ\ A most maguificeut image. The epithet 
armipotent is from Chaucer, and employed in a manner not unworthy of 
that ill-understood master of versification.. Chaucer took it from Boocac* 
cio, but turned it from prose into poetry, by putting it in a right place :— 
Yido in questa la casa del suo Dio 
Jmiipotentef ed essa edificata 
Tutta d' acciajo isplendido e pulio, &c. 

Teseidfff lib. vii. st. 8S. 
And downward from an hill, imder a bent, 
There stood the temple of Mara armipotent. 
Wrought all of burned stele &c. 

Boccaccio's work is full of beauties, and of such beauties as haye a 
right tosmg, and become poetry; but music singularly fails him,andhif 
beauties are full of redundJEtncies. Chaucer took up the lax exuberance of 
the great Tuscan proser, squeezed it together as if with one grasp of smil* 
ing and loving rectification, crushed out of it all that was superfluous, 
condensing the admirable remainder, and sent it forth among the orbs 
of song, spinning and singing iot «^qc eA became it. 
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With band armipotent from forth blue clouds 

The mason' d turrets ; that botbmak'st and break' st 

The stony girths of cities ; me thy pupil, 

Youngest follower of thy drum, instruct this day* 

With military skill, that to thy laud 

I may advance my streamer, and by thee 

Be styled the lord o' th' day 1 Give me, great Mars, 

Some toten of thy pleasure ! 

Ji Here Aboite a-nd his suite /all on their faces, and there is 
heard clanging of armour, with a short thunder, as the burst 
of a battle, whereupon they all rise, and bow to the altar. 

O great corrector of enormous times. 
Shatter of o'er-rank states, thou grand decider 
Of dusty and old titles, that heal'st with blood 
The earth vrhen it is sick, and cur'st the world 
O' th' plurisy of people ;* I do take 
Thy signs auspiciously, and in thy name 
To my design march boldly. 

* Youngest follower, ^c7\ This line, Tvhich would have been a stretch 
of rhythmical license, even in the hands of Eletcher, and which would 
certainly never have come out of those of Shakspeare, is so easily and 
unobjectionably alterable for the better, that I cannot think it could 
have stood as it here does in the original manuscript. The articlo 
the is wanting in its commencement, and the two words this day 
are evidently superfluous at the end. They render the word day in the 
third line following, a tautology. Were the line to be read thus : 

Me thy pupil. 
The youngest follower of thy drum^ instruct 
With military skUl, &c. 

it would set all right. But the text of Beaumont and Fletcher was 
incorrectly transcribed or printed from the first, and remedy seems new 
hopeless. 

2 Plurisy of people."] Superabundance, overplus. This address to 
War is also most noble, and full of the finest Shakspearian excogitation. 
Here is a good half of all that can be said in vindication of war, and quito 
as much as a martialist need be supposed to utter. Mr. Charles Knight 
is of opinion that the participator with Fletcher in this play was 
CShapman. I really believe that ^if any poet in those times, besides 
Shakspeare, could have written passages of this kind, Chapman was the 
man; but I cannot think he could have sustained them witli 
a vigour at once so weighty and so unforced, with so much equality of 
power throughout, or with so dramatic a propriety. 
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7BAYBB *ro miiti±. 

^lesit^Tke Temple of Diana. 

[StiUnmsie Of Pesorii 
Enter Emilia, in white, her hair About -ker^akeuUen, < 
wheat en wreath ; one in white holding up her train, htr 
hair etuck with fl&were ; one before her carrying a silver 
hind, in which is conveyed ineeme and sweet odours, wkid 
being set upon the altar, her Maid standing ^aloofy she sek 
/ire to it ; then they curtesy and kneel. 

Emi. O sacred, shadowy, cold and conssbemt queen, 
Abaudoner of revels, mute, contemplatiyey 
Sweet', solitary, white as diaste, and pure 
As wind-fiEUin'd snow, who to thy female -knightB 
Allow'st no more blood than will make ablush. 
Which is their order's robe ; I here, tiiy priest, 
Am humbled 'fore thine 4iltar. Oh, vouchaafe. 
With that thy rare green eye,* which never yet 
Beheld thing maculate, look on thy virgin ! 
And, sacred silver mistress, lend thine ear 
(Which ne'er heard scurril term, into whose port 
Ne'er enter' d wanton sound) to my petition. 
Season' d with hohr fear ! This is my last 
Of vestal office ; I am bride-habited, 
But maiden-hearted ; a husband I have, 'pointed,* 
But do not know him ; out of two I should 
Chuse one, and pray for his success, but I 
Am guiltless of election of mine eyes ; 
Were I to lose one (they are equsd precious), 
I could doom neither ; that which perish' d should 
Go to't imsentenc'd. Therefore, most modest queen, 
He, of the tw^o pretenders, that best loves me 
And has the truest title in't, let him 
Take off my wheaten garland, or else grant 
The file* and quality I hold, I may 
Continue, in thy band ! 

\_Here the hind vanishes under the altar, and in th 
place ascends a rose-tree, having one rose upon it. 

^ Bare ffreeti eye."] Eyes tintedwithgreeiiweTO formerly much adfliired. 

" 'PoiniedJ] Appomted. 

^ File,'] Rank. Station on ^.YiftWKv^XaBft^ 
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See what our genenilof ebbs and flows, 
Out from the. bowels of her holy altar, 
With sacred act advances ? But one rose P 
If well inspir'd, this battle shall confound 
3oth these brave knights, and I a virgin flower 
Must grow alone unpluck'd. 

[^Here 18 heard a sudden twarm of instrmmmts, and 
the ro8e falU from tlie tree. 
The flower is fairn, the tree descends ! Oh, austrcss. 
Thou here c^chargest me ; I shall be gathered ; 
I think so ; but l.know not thine own will : 
Unclasp thy mystery ! — ^I hope she's pleas'd ; 
Her si^s were .gracious. [They curtesy, and 'exeunt. 

A ** viCTOB Yicmi." 

Jreite^ havniy conquered in his fight with Tdlamon^ loses (he frvUs of his 

victory by an accident, 

ii&w^tfr Pbeithotis to Palahoit. 

Per, Noble Palamon, 

The gods will show their glory in a life 
That thou art yet to lead. 

Pal, Can that be, when 

Venus, I have said, is false ? How do things fieffe ? 

Per, Arise, great sir, and give the tidinf^ ear 
That are most dearly sweet and bitter ! 

Pal. What 

Hath wak'd us j&om our dream ? 

Per. List then ! Your cousin 

Mounted upon a steed that IBmily 
Did first bestow on hhn ; a black one ; owing 
Kot a hair worth of white, which sone will say 
Weakens his price, and many will not buy 
His goodness wiiii this note ; which superstition 
\Here finds allowance. On tiiis.hoEse..is Arcite, 
Trotting the stones ;at AJthens, which thevCaUdas^ 
JDid rather tell than' tzample ; for the horse 
Would make his l^igth a mi^,^ if t pleas'd his rider 

1 Calkins,'] Theprominent.part8.<£a.lioi)Be:Bhoe, thatsiecoreitix^ 

^ Would make his lenyth a «i2e^ .1 am ignormnt of the iiie«niag^ of 
"^118 ; nor oan - 1 procure it from pertons to whom I have a^2M^iodYatv<k 
whcaie teohziiddly cannenMnt wkh^homea. * 



202 THE TWO KOBLE KOTSMEK. 

To put pride in him. As he thus went counting 

The flinty pavement, dancing as 'twere to the music 

His own hoofs made (for, as they say, from iron 

Came music's origin) what envious flint, 

Cold as old Saturn, and like him possess'd 

With fire malevolent, darted a spark, 

Or what fierce sulphur else, to this end made, 

I comment not ; the hot horse, hot as fire. 

Took toy* at this, and fell to what disorder 

His power could give his will ; bounds ; comes on eud; 

Forgets school-doing, being therein train'd. 

And of kind manage ; pig-like he whines 

At the sharp rowel, which he frets at rather 

Than any jot obeys ; seeks all foul means 

Of boisterous and rough jadery, to dis-seat 

His lord that kept it bravely. When nought senr'd, 

When neither curb would cracky girth break, nor 

diffring plunges 
Dis-root his rider whence he grew, but that 
He kept him 'tween his legs, on his hind hoofs 
On end he stands, 

That Arcite's legs being higher than his head. 
Seemed with strange art to hang. His victor's wreath 
Even then fell off his head; and presently 
Backward the jade comes o'er, and his full poize' 
Becomes the rider's load. Yet is he living. 
But such a vessel 'tis that floats but for 
The surge that next approaches. He much desires 
To have some speech with you. Lo, he appears P 

^ Took (or/.'] Began to be playful. 

^ Lo, he appears r\ This description of the horse is most admirable 
as a description ; and I- have no doubt that the author .of Fenus and 
Adonis wrote it : but what does it do in this place ? Lamb, speaking of 
passages in the Ikoo Noble Kinsmen, including this " death of Ardte,** 
says that they have a " luxuriance in them which strongly resembles 
Shakspeare's manner in those parts of his plays where, the progress of 
the interest being subordinate, the poet was at leisure for d£«criptioii.* 
This remark was surely a strange oversight on the part of Lamb. HoW 
can " the progress of the interest'* in which a lover must be impatient to 
the very last degree for the result of what his informant is describing, be 
looked upon as subordinate to the description ! — ^to a long story of a horse, 
the close of which can be «A\t\ia\>\x<d c«ka t)!t)csv>S(>^ vckilfor delay of which 
cloBO he must be inward\y c\xi«ai^^ut««M;Qc«^N^^ 
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Enter Thiseus, Hifpolita, Emilia, and Abcite, the last 

brought in a chair, 

Pal. Ob, miserable end of our alliance ! 

The gods are mighty ! — Arcite, if thy heart. 
Thy worthy manly heart, be yet unbroken, 
Give me thy last words ! I am Palamon, 
One that yet loves thee dying. 

Arc, Take Emilia, 

And with her all the world's joy. Eeach thy hand ; 
Farewell ! I have told my last hour. I was false, 
Tet never treacherous. Forgive me, cousin ! 
One kiss from fair Emilia ! (Kisses her.) 'Tis done : 
Take her. I die ! IDies, 

Pal. Thy brave soul seek Elysium ! 

£mi. rU close thine eyes, prince ; blessed souls be with thee ! 
Thou art a right good man ; and while I live. 
This day I give to tears. 

Pal, And I to honour. 

Thes. In this place first you fought ; even very here 
I sunder'd you : acknowledge to the gods 
Our thanks that you are living.^ 
His part is play'd, and, though it were too short. 
He did it well : your day is lengthen'd, and 
The blissful dew of Heaven does arrose^ you ; 
The powerful Venus well hath graced her altar. 
And given you your love ; our master Mars 
Has vouch'd his oracle, and to Arcite gave 
The grace of the contention. So the deities 
Have show'd due justice. Bear this hence ! 

Pal. Oh, cousin, 

That we should things desire, which do cost us 

ntor, all the while he is parading his horse-knowledge. This I hold to 
be another of the passages which either would have been blotted by 
Shakspeare when he revised his plaj, or which Ben Jonson would justly 
have Kmnd fault with, as a dramatist, for his not blotting. 

^ Our thanks, ^c.'] Surely this our ought to be your. What could 
be the meaning of Palamon's acknowledging to the gods the thanks of 
TheaeusP 

^ Jrroscl Besprinkle. — J. suppose from rot, a dew-drop. It is a 
word of very pleasmg sound, though on what principle it was formed, I 
know not, — nor where else it is to be met with . Jrrosion in&oai5 gnawing. 
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The IdCNi of oar demre ! That nought could boy 
Dear love, but loss of dear love ! 
Thes. Never Fortune 

Did play a tiubtler game. Tlie conquered triumphs, 
The victor has the loss ; yet in the passa^ 
The gods have been most equal. Palamon, 
Your kinsman hath confess d tho right o' the lady 
Did lie in you ; for you first saw her, and 
Even then proclaimed your fancy ; he restor'd her, 
As your stolen jew^, and desirM your spirit 
To send him hence forgiv'n. The gods my justice 
Take from my hand, and they themselves become 
The executioners. Lead your lady off; 
And call your lovers^ from the stage of death ; 
"Whom I adopt my friends^! A day of two 
Let us look sadly, and give grace unto 
The funeral of Arcite ! in whose end 
The visages of bridegrooms we*ll put on, 
And smile with Palamon ; for whom an hofo^ 
But one hour since, I was as dearly sorry,- 
As glad of Arcite, and am now as .a;lad, 
As for him sorry. — Oh, you lieavenly charmers, 
What things you make of us ! For what we lack, 
"We laugh ; for what we have, are sorry ; still 
Are children in some kind. Let us be thankful 
For that which is ; and with You leave dispute. 
That are above our question ! 

* Lov^s.'] Partizans ; lovers of his cause. 

[This play was given to the world as the joint production of Fletcher 
and Shakspeare ; and the majority of critics, among whom are Cole- 
ridge and Lamb, agree in so thinking it. Others are of opinion that 
Shakspeare had nothing to do with it ; and others, that the scenes at- 
tributed to him are but imitations of his manner and turn of thought. 
Such readers as are not acquainted with the controversy, may take this 
opportunity of judging for themselves. My own opinion is, that 
Shakspeare left behind him considerable uncorrected portions of the 
play ; and that Fletcher, without touching those portions, was induced 
by some manager to complete it. All the scenes here given are sup- 
posed (and justly, I think) to be the production of Shakspeare, with 
the exception of that between the two friends in prison. 

The main story (the whole of which is gatherable from these scenee) 
is from Chaucer's noble abridgment of these Teseide of Boccaccio.l 
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THE EALSU ONE. 

7^hKy, KiH^ o/I^ypt, is advised io refuse hospitaHty ioPompey, defeated 

by Caiar» 

PHoranrs, Achobbtts {Prieat o/Isis), and XcniLh^B. 

ko. Good day, Achorens. — My best friend, Aclulla3« 
Hath fame delivered yet no certain rumour 
Of the great Boman action ? 

jhil. Thai: we are 

To inquire and learn of you, sir, whose grave care 
Por Egypt's happiness, and great Ptolemy's good,. 
Hath eyes and ears in all parts. 

ho. ril not boast 

What my intelligence costs me ; but ere long 

You shaU know more.-^The king, with him a Somapu 

Enter Ptolemt, Labixkus wounded, and Guard, 

chor. The scarlet livery of imfortunate war 
Dy*d deeply on his face. 

ehiL *Tis Labienus, 

CsBsar's lieutenant in the wars^of Gaul, 
And fortunate in all hisundertakings : 
"But, since these civil jars, he tum'd to Pompey, 
And, though he followed the better cause, 
Not with the l&e succesiv 

ho. Sueh as are wise 

Leave faUing buildings, fiy to those that^rise^: 
But more of tha*- hereafter. — 

ab, (to Ptolemy). In a word, sir, 

These gaping wounds, not taken as a slave^ 
Speak Pompey' s loss. To tell you of the bottle. 
How many thousand several bloody shi^s 
Death wore that day in triumph ; how we bote 
The shock of Caesar's charge ; or with what fiiry 
His soldiers came on,iafi if they had been 
So many Csesars, and, like him, ambitious 
To tread upon the liberty of Borne ; 
How fathers kill'd their sons, or sons their fathom ; 
Or how the Boman piles^ on* either side 

^ Piies.'] Javelins; — ihepihem» 
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Drew Eoman blood, which spent, the prince of weapons 

(The swordj succeeded, which, in civil wars. 

Appoints the tent on which wing'd victory 

Shsdl make a certain stand ; then, how the plains 

Elow'd o'er with blood, and what a cloud of vultoree, 

And other birds of prey, hung o'er both armies, 

Attending when their ready servitors. 

The soldiers, from whom the angry gods 

Had took all sense of reason and of pity, 

"Would serve in their own carcases for a feast ; 

How CsDsar with his javelin forc'd them on 

That made the least stop, when their angry hands 

"Were lifted up against some known friend s face ; 

Then coming to the body of the army. 

He shows the sacred senate, and forbids them 

To waste their force upon the common soldier 

("Whom willingly, if e'er he did know pity. 

He would have spar'd) 

Ptol, The reason, Labienus ? 

Lab. Full well he knows that in their blood he was 
To pass to empire, and that through their bowels 
He must invade the laws of Bome, and give 
A period to the liberty of the world. 
Then fell the Lepidi, and the bold Corvini, 
The famed Torquati, Scipio's, and Mareelli, — 
Names, next to Pompey*s, most renown'd on earth. 
The nobles and the commons lay together. 
And Pontick, Piinick, and Assyrian blood. 
Made up one crimson lake : which Pompey seeing, 
And that his and the fate of Eome had left him. 
Standing upon the rampire of his camp, 
Though scorning all that could fall on himself. 
He pities them whose fortunes are embark'd 
In his unlucky quarrel ; cries aloud too 
That they should sound retreat, and save themselves : 
That he desir'd not so much noble blood 
Should be lost in his service, or attend 
On his misfortunes : and then, taking horse 
"With some few of his friends, he came to Lesbos, 
And with Cornelia, his vnfe, and sons. 
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He's toach''d upon your shore. The king of Partbia, 

JVunous in his defeature of the Crassi, 

Offer d him his protection, but Pompey, 

Belying on his benefits and your faith. 

Hath chosen Egypt far his sanctuary, 

Till he may re-collect his scatter *d powers, 

And tiy a second day. Now Ptolemy, 

Though he appear not like that glorious thing 

That three times rode in triumph, and gave laws 

To conquer 'd nations, and made crowns his gifb 

(As this, of yours, your noble father took 

Prom his victorious hand, and you still wear it 

At his devotion), to do you more honour 

In his declined estate, as the straightest pine 

In a full grove of his yet-flourishmg Mends, 

He flies to you for succour, and expects 

The entertainment of your father's Mend, 

And guardian to yourself. 

tol. To say I grieve his fortune, 

As much as if the crown I wear (his gift) 

Were ravish'd from me, is a holy truth, 

Our gods can witness for me ; yet, being young. 

And not a free disposer of myself, 

Let not a few hours, borrow'd for advice. 

Beget suspicion of unthankfulness, 

Which next to hell I hate. Pray you retire. 

And take a little rest ; and (to the others) let his wounds 

Be with that care attended, as they were 

Carv'd on my flesh. — G^ood Labienus, think 

The little respite I desire shall be 

Wholly employ' d to find the readiest way 

To do great Pompey service. • 

\xh. May the gods. 

As you intend, protect you ! [Exit with Attendants. 

HoL Sit, sit all ; 

It is my pleasure. Your advice, and freely. 

\char. A short deliberation in this, 

May serve to give you counsel. To be honest. 

Religious, and thankful, in themselves 

Are forcible motives, and can need no flourish 



Or g^oaiiatiiepemuder: jour kepi fuA, | j 

Toough Pompey never nai to tke iioig^ Ufcttb 

Ccnr bimself will love ; and mj opmiim [fio^ | I 

I«, still oommitti&g u to ^jnu. eensaie» 

Yea pay the debt yon owe biaiy vidn tlie haaod 

Of all Yoa can caU TOfmi 

Piol. What's joon, FhotuuKi ? 

Pko. Achoreoa, great Ptclemv, hntii ooiiii0ell*d 
Like a religious and honest man. 
Worthy the honour that he juatlj holds 
In being priest to Isia. But, alaa, 
What in a man sequestered horn, the wcrid. 
Or in a priTate penon, is ^refeir^d, 
No policnr allowB c^ in a king: 
To be or just, or thankfol. makes kin^ giultj ; 
And faith, though pnus'd, is punish*dy that snppofts 
Such as good &te forsakes. Join with tiie gods^ 
Observe the man they fayonr, lea^e the wretehi^; 
The stars are not more distant from the earth 
Than profit is from honesty ; all the power. 
Prerogative, and greatness of a prince 
Is lost, if he descend once but to steer 
His course, as what's right guides him. Let lum lesve 
The sceptre, that strives only to be good. 
Since kingdoms are maintained by force and Uood. 

Achor, Oh, wicked ! 

PtoL Peace ! — Go on. 

Pho. Proud Pompey shows how much he scorns your youtli, 
In thinking that you cannot keep yoiur own 
From such as are o'ercome. If you are tir'd 
With being a king, let not a stranger take 
What nearer pledges challenge. Sesign rath^ 
The government of Egypt and of Nile 
To Cleopatra, that has title to them ; 
At least, defend them from the Roman gripe : 
What was not Pompey' s, while the wars endured, 
The conqueror will not challenge. By all the world. 
Forsaken and despis'd, your gentle guardian, 
His hopes and fortunes desperate, makes choioeof: 
What nation he shall fail with ; and pursued 



By their pale ghosts slain in this civil war. 
He flies not Csesar onlj^ but the seoate. 
Of which the greater part have doy'd the hunger 
Of sharp Pharsaliun fowl ; he flies the nations 
That he drew^ to his quarrei, whose estates 
Are sunk in his ; and, in no place receiv'd. 
Hath found out Bgypt, by him yet not ruin'd. 
4.nd Ptolemy, things considered justly, may 
Complain of Pompey. Wherefore should he sttin 
Our Egypt with the spots of civil war, 
Or make the peaceable, or quiet Nile, 
Doubted of Caesar? Wherefore should he draw 
His loss and overthrow upon our heads. 
Or choose this place to sufibr in ? Already 
We have o^nded Csdsar in our wishes^ 
And no way left us to redeem Ins- £i>your 
But by the head of Pompey. 

?Aor. Great Osiris, 

Defend thy Egypt from such cruelty, 
And barbarous ingratitude ; 

ho. Holy trifles, 

And not to have place in designs of state. 

This sword, which fate commands me to unsheath, 

I would not draw on Pompey, if not vanquished ; 

I grant, it rather should have pass'd thorough CaDsar ; 

But we must follow where his fortune leads us : 

All provident princes measure their intents 

According to their power, and so dispose them. 

And think'st thou, Ptolemy, that thou cans# prop^ 

His riiins, under whom sad Bome now sufiers. 

Or tempt the conqueror's, force when 'ti* confirm' d ? 

Shall we, that in tiie battle fiat as neuters, 

Serve him that's overcome ? IfTo, no, he's lost: 

And though 'tis noble to a sinking frigid 

To lend a helping hand, while there is hope 

He may recover, thy pwrt not engagedj . 

Though one most dear, when ail his hopes ase dead, 

To drown him, set thy foot upon. his head. 

ehor. Most execrable counsel ! 

chiL To be foUow'd- 
'Tis for the kinf 
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Ptol. We give up 

Our absolute power to thee. Dispose of it 
As reasou shall direct thee. 

Phd. Good Achillas, 

Seek out Septimius. Do you but soothe him; 

He is already wrought. lieave the dispatch 

To me, of Labienus. 'Tis determin'd 

Already how you shall proceed. Nor fate 

Shall dter it, since now the dye is cast, 

But that this hour to Pompey is his last \^EgeiaU. 

IMFBTSOKED BEAUTY. 

Sottff to Cleopatra while kept in a state qf seeluiion. 

Look out, bright eyes, and bless the air ; 
Ev'n in shadows you are fair ; 
Shut-up beauty is like fire, 
That breaks out clearer still and higher^ 

Though your body be confin'd, 

And soft love a prisoner bound, 
Tet the beauty of your mind 

Neither check nor chain hath found. 

Look out nobly then, and dare 
Ev*n the fetters that you wear. 

THE HEAD OF POMPET. 

Miter Septimius with the head of Pompet, Achillas, and 

Gruard. 

Sept, 'Tis here ! 'tis done ! — Behold, you fearful viewers, 
That, that whole armies, nay, whole nations, 
Many and mighty kings, have been struck blind at, 
And fled before, winged with their fears and terrors ; 
That steel' d War waited on, and Fortune courted ; 
That high-plum 'd Honour built up for her own. 
Behold that mightiness, behold that fierceness. 
Behold that child of war, with all his glories. 
By this poor hand made breathless ! Here, my Achillas ; 
Egypt and CsBsar owe me for this service, 
Ana all the conquer' d iia^oTy&, 
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tckil. Peace, Septimius ; 

Thy words sound more ungrateful tliin tfaj actions. 
Though sometimes safety seek an instroment 
Of thy unworthy nature, thou loud boastery 
Think not she's bound to We him too that's bar« 
Why did not I, if this be meritorious, [barous. 

And binds the king unto me, and his bounties. 
Strike this rude stroke ? I'll tell thee, thou poor Boman. 
It was a sacred head I durst not heave at ; 
Not heave a thought. 
ept. It was ? 
chil. I'll tell thee truly. 

And, if thou ever yet heard' st tell of honour, 
I'll make thee blush. It was thy general's ! [thee ; 
That man's that fed thee once, that man's that bred 
The air thou breath'dst was his, the fire that wann'd 

thee 
From his care kindled ever ! Nay, 111 show thee. 
Because I'll make thee sensible of thv business. 
And why a noble man durst not touch at it. 
There was no piece of earth thou put* st thy foot oa 
But was his conquest, and he gave thee motion ! 
He triumph'd three times. Who durst touch his per- 
The very walls of Eome bow'd to his presence ; [son 1' 
Dear to the gods he was : to them that feared him 
A fair and noble enemy. Didst thou hate him, 
And for thy love to Caesar sought his ruin ? 
Arm'd, in the red Pharsalian fields, Septimius, 
Where killing was in grace, and wounds were glorious, 
Where kings were fair competitors for honour, 
Thou shouldst have come up to him, there have fought 
There, sword to sword. [him, 

pL I kill'd him on commandment. 

If kings' commands be fair, when you all fainted, 

When none of you durst look 

hiL On deeds so barbarous. 

What hast thou got ? 
pt. The king's love, and his bounty, 
The honour of the service ; which though you rail at, 
- Or a thousand envious souls flin/a: their foams on me. 
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Will dignify the cause, and make me.giDriGBS ; 
And I skall live 



Achil. A miaevftUe villain. 

What repntatienaadi^ewaEd belongs to it, 

ISeizet'^head. 

Thus, with the head, I seize <m,.and jnake xdoe: 
And be not impudent to ask me why, sirrah, 
!Nor bold to stay ; read in mio&vyes the reascHi. 
The shame and obloquy I. lea^euthine own. 
Sept, The king will yet consider. :[JExii» 

Enter Ptolemy, Aohobetts, and PHornnM- 

Achil, Here he comes, sir, 

Achar, {to Ftolemy), Yet, if it be undone, hear. me, ^«at 
If this inhuman stroke be yet unstricken, [sif 

If that adored head be not yet sever'd 
Erom the most noble body, weigh the miseries, 
The desolations, that thia^eat eclipse works. 
You are young ; be provident. JFix not your eiB|)ire 
Upon the tomb of him will shake all Egypt ; 
Whose warlike groans will raise ten thousand spirits 
Grreat as himself, in every hand a thunder ; 
Destructions darting from their looks, and sorrows 
That easy women's eyes shall never empty. 

Pho, {aside to Achillas). You have done well, and 'tis done.— 
{to Ptolemy) See Achillas, 
And in his hand the head. 

Ptol. Stay ; come no nearer ! 

Methinks I feel tbe very earth shake under me ! 
I do remember him : he was my guardian. 
Appointed by the senate to preserve me. 
What a full majesty sits in his face yet ! 
Pho. The king is troubled. — Be not frighted, sir ; 

Be not abus'd with fears ; his death was necessary ; 
Not to be miss*d : and humbly thank great Isis, 
He came so opportunely to your hand. 
Pity must now give place to rules of safety. 
Is not victorious Caesar new arriv'd. 
And enter'd Alexandria with his friends. 
His navy riding by to wait his changes ? 
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Did lie not beat this Pompey, and pursue him ? 
Was not this great man lus great enomv ? 
This godlike virtuoos man, as people held him ? 
But what Idol dare be friend to fljring virtue ? \. Flourish, 
I hear tiwir trumpets ; 'tis too late to stagger. 
Give me the head ; and be vou confident. 

EfUer CiBSAB, Astoiste, Dolabdlla., ScirvA, and Soldiers. 

HaU, conqueror of the world, the head of all, < 
Now this head's off! 

Casar. Ha ! 

Pho, Do not shun me, Oesar. 

!Prom kingly Ptolemy I bring this present, 
The crown and sweat of thy Pharsalian labour, 
The goal and mark of high ambitious honour. 
Before, thy victory had no name, Cfflsar, 
Thy travel and thy loss of blood, no recompense ; 
Thou dream'dst of being worthy, and of war. 
And all thy furious conflicts were but slumbers : 
Here they take life ; here they inherit honour. 
Grow fix'd, and shoot up everlasting triumphs. 
Take it, and look upon thy humble servant ; 
"With noble eyes look on tne princely Ptolemy, 
That offers with this head, most mighty Csesar, 
What thou wouldst once have given for it, all l^gypt. 

Achil, Nor do not question it, most royal conqueror, 
Nor disesteem the benefit that meets thee, 
Because 'tis easily got : it comes the safer : 
Yet, let me tell thee, most imperious C»sar, 
Though he oppos'd no strength of swords to win this. 
Nor labour'a through no showers of darts and lances. 
Yet here he found a fort, that ^ed him strongly. 
An inward war: he was his -grandsire's guest, 
[Friend to his father, and, when he was expeU'd 
And beaten from this kingdom by-strong hand. 
And had none left him to restore his honcRor, 
No hope to find a friend in such a misery. 
Then m stept Pompey, took 'his feeble fortttne, 
Strengthen'd and cherish'^ it, and set it right again. 
This was a love to Oaraar. 
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See. G-ive me hate, gods ! 

PAo. This C»sar may account a little wicked ; 

But yet rememher, if thine own hands, conqueror, 
Had fall'n upon him, what it had been then ; 
If thine own sword had touch'd his throat, what that 
He was thy son-in-law; there to be tainted [way! 
Had been most terrible ! Let the worst be rendered, 
"We have deserved for keeping thy hands innocent. 

Casar. Oh, Sceva, Sceva, see that head ! See, captains, 
The head of godlike Pompey ! . 

See. He was basely ruin'd ; 

But let the gods be griev'd that suffered it. 

And be you Caesar. ' 

Casar, thou conqueror, [addressing the head. 

Thou glory of the world once, now the pity. 
Thou awe of nations, wherefore didst thou fall thus ! 
What poor fate foUow*d thee, and pluck'd thee on, 
To trust thy sacred life to an Egyptian ? 
The light and life of Eome, to a blind stranger, 
That honourable war ne'er taught a nobleness, 
Nor worthy circumstance show'd what a man was ? 
That never heard thy name sung, but in banquets, 
And loose lascivious pleasures ? to a boy. 
That had no faith to comprehend thy greatness, 
No study of thy life, to know thy goodness ? 
And leave thy nation, nay, thy noble friend, 
Leave him distrusted, that in tears falls with thee, 
In soft relenting tears ? Hear me, great Pompev, 
If thy great spirit can hear, I must task thee ! 
Thou hast most unnobly robb'd me of my victory. 
My love and mercy. 

JtiL Oh, how brave these tears show I 

How excellent is sorrow in an enemy ! 

Dot, Glory appears not greater than this goodness. 

Casar. Egyptians, dare ye think your highest pyramids, 
Built to out-dure the sun, as you suppose, 
Where your unworthy kings lie raked in ashes. 
Are monuments fit for him ? no, brood of Nilus ; 
Nothing can cover his high fame but Heaven ; 
No pyramids set off his memories. 
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But tiie eternal substance of his greatness, 

To which I leave him. Take the head away. 

And, with the body, give it noble burial : 

Tour earth shall now be bless'd, to hold a Bbman, 

Whose braveries all the world's earth cannot balance. 

TEMUSnUTE MAKITEBB. 

msar. Pray you, undo this riddle, 
And tell me how I have vex'd you. 

leopatra. Let me think first, 

"Whether I may put on a patience. 

That will with honour suffer me. Know, I hate you : 

Let that begin the story : now, I'll tell you. 

tesar. But do it milder. In a noble lady. 
Softness of spirit, and a sober nature. 
That moves like summer winds, cools, and blows sweet- 
Shows, blessed, like herself. [neas.^ 



THE LOVEB'S FBOGBESS. 
SOirO OF HEAVENLY AGAUfST EISTHLT LOYB* 

Adieu, fond love ! farewell, you wanton Powers i 

I am free again ; 
Thou dull disease of blood and idle hours. 

Bewitching pain, 
Fly to the fools that sigh away their time ! 
My nobler love, to Heaven climb, 

And there behold beauty still young, 
That time can ne'er corrupt, nor death destroy ; 

Immortal sweetness by fair angels sung. 
And honoured by etemi^ and joy ! 
There lives my love, thither my hopes aspire ; 
Pond love declines, this heavenly love grows higher. 

LOYS'S OSNTLEKESS. 

Love is a g^entle spirit ; 
The wind that blows the April flowers not softer ; 

X 
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She's drawn with doves to show her peacefulnefls ; 

Lions and bloody pards are MaTs's serTaiits. 

Would you serve Love ? do it with humbleneBS, 

Without a noise, with still prayers, and soft'murman; 

Upon her altars offer your obedience. 

And not your brawls ; she's won with tears, not terrors : 

The fire you kindle to her deity 

Is only grateful when it's blown with sighs, 

And holy incense flung with white-hand innocence. 

A MATTEB-0F-7AGT GHOST. 

Dorilaus and Clemider^ sitting wp at niffht drinking, ate -vimUd by tki 

Landlord's Ghost, 

SoBNE — A Country Inn, 

Enter Dobilavs, Oleaitdeb, 'Chamberlain ; atudle, tapen, 

amd ckdifs, 

Cle, We have supp'd well, friend. Let our beds be ready; 

We must be stirring early. 
Cham. They are made, sir. 
Dor. I cannot sleep yet. Where's the jovial host ^ 

You told me of? 'T has been my custom ever 

To parley with mine host. 
Cle. He's a good fellow, 

Ar.d sucb a one I know you love to laugh with. — 

Go call your master up. 
Cham. He .cannot come, sir. 
Dor. Is he a-bed ? 
Cham. No, certainly. 
Cle, Why then he shall come, by your leave, my friend; 

I'll fetch him up myself. 
Cham, Indeed you'll fail, sir. 
Dor, Is he i* th' house ? 
Cham, No, but he's hard by, sir; 

He is fast in 's grave ; he has been dead these three weeks. 
Dor. Then o' my conscience he will come but lamely* 

And discourse worse. 
Cle, Farewell, mine honest host then. 

Mine honest merry host ! — Will you to bed yet ? 
Dor. No, not this hour ; I pr'y thee, sit and chat by me. 
Cle, 0"ive us a quart of wine then ; we'll be merry. 



Lor, A matcb, my Bon. Pray let your wine be liying, 

Or lay it by your master. 
Cham, It fihall be quick, sir. \Exxt. 

Bor, Had not mine host a wife ? 
Cle. A good old woman. 
Dor, Another coffin ! that is not so handsome ; 

Your hostesses in inns should be blithe things ; 

Pretty and young, to draw in passengers. 

Enter Chamberlain with Wine* 

Well done. Here's to Lisander ! 
Cle, My full love meets it. — Make fire in our lodgings , * 

We'll trouble thee no farther. — \Exit Chamberlain. 

To your son! {Drinks again,) 
Dor, Put in Clarang^ too ; off with't. I thank you. 

This wine drinks merrier still. Oh, for mine host now ! 

Were he alive again, and well disposed, 

I would so claw his pate ! 
Cle, You're a hard drinker. 
Dor, I love to make mine host drunk ; he will lie then 

The rarest, and the roundest, of his friends, 

[A lute is struck within 

His quarrels, and his guests. "What's that ? a lute ? 

'Tis at the door, I think. 
Cle, The doors are shut fast. 
Dor, 'Tis morning ; sure the fiddlers are, got up. 

To fright men's sleeps. 
Cle, I've heard mine host that's dead 

Touch a lute rarely, and as rarely sing too, 

A brave still mean.^ 
Dor. I would give a brace of [French crowns 

To see him rise and fiddle. 
Cle, Hark ; a song ! 

A BONO [within,'] 

*Ti8 late and cold ; stir up the fite $ 
Sit close, and draw the ta^ nigber ; 
Be merry y and drink wine that's old, 
A hearty medicine 'gainst a cold 1 

* Mean.'] A middle voice ; .a tenor. 
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Call for the best the house may ring ; 
Sack, white, and claret let them bring ; 
And drink apace, Tihile breath you hare $ 
You'll find but cold drink in the grraye : 
Welcome, welcome, shall fly round. 
And I shall smile, though under ground. 

Cle, Now, as I live, it is his voice I 
Dor. He sings well ; 

The deinl has a pleasant pipe. 
Cle, The feDow lied, sure. 

Enter Ike Host*s Ghost. 

He is not dead ; he's here. How pale he looks! 
Dor. Is this he ? 
Cle, Yes. 
Host You are welcome, noble gentlemen ! 

My brave old guest, most welcome ! 
Cle. Lying knaves. 

To tell us you were dead. Come, sit down by as. 

We thank you for your song. 
Host. 'Would 't had been better ! 
Dor. Speak, are you dead ? 
Host, Yes, indeed am I, gentlemen ; 

I have been dead these three weeks. 
Dor. Then here's to you, 

To comfort your cold body ! 
Cle. What do you mean ? 

Stand further off. 
Dor. I will stand nearer to him. 

Shall he come out on's coffin to bear us company, 

And we not bid him welcome ? — Come, mine host, 

Mine honest host, here's to you ! 
Host. Spirits, sir, drink not. 
Cle. Why do you appear ? 
Host. To wait upon ye, gentlemen ; 

(*T has been my duty living, now my farewell) 

I fear ye are not used accordingly. 
Dor. I could wish you warmer company, mine host, 

Howe'er we are used. 



THB LOYEB'S PBOaBESS. 309 

^o8t. Next, to entreat a courtesy ; 

And then I go to peace. 
^le. Is't in our power r 

Tost. Yes, and 'tis this ; to see my body buried 
In holy 6[round, for now I lie unhallow'd. 

By the clerk's fault ; let my new grave be made 

Amongst good fellows, that have med before me. 

And meny hosts of my kind. 
'le. It shall be done. 

)or. And forty stoops of wine drank at thy funeraL 
7tf. Do you know our travel ? 
TosL Yes, to seek your friends. 

That in auctions wander now. 
le. Alas ! 
To*/. Seek 'em no farther, but be confident 

They shall return in peace. 
or. There's comfort yet. 
le. Pray one word more. Is't in your power, mine host, 

(Answer me softly) some hours before my death, 

To give me warning ? 
08t. 1 cannot teU you truly ; 

But if I can, so much alive I lov'd you, 

I will appear again. Adieu ! [Exit. 

or. Adieu, sir. 
^e> I am troubled. These strange apparitions are 

!For the most part fatal. 
or. This, if told, will not 

Find credit. The light breaks apace ; let's lie down. 

And take some little rest, an hour or two, 

Then do mine host's desire, and so return. 

I do believe him. 
'e. So do I. To rest, sir ! [Exeunt. 

THE GHOST KEEPS HIS PBOMISE. 

ScBifB — A Boom in Cleander*8 House. 
Enter Cleakdeb, toith a Book. 

'e. !N'othing more certain than to die ; but when 
Is most uncertain. K so, every hour 
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We should prepare us for the journey^,, which 
Is not to be put off. I must submit 
To the divine decree, not argue it, 
And cheerfully I welcome it. I have' 
Dispos'd of my estate, confes»'d my mns, 
And have remission from my ghostly father, 
Being at peace too here. The apparition 
Proceeded not from fancy : Dorilaus 
Saw it, and heard it with me. It made answer 
To our demands, and: promised, if 'twere not 
Denied to him by Fate, he would forewarn me 
Of my approaching end. I feel no symptom 
Of sickness ; yet, I know not how, a dubiess 
Invadeth me all over. — Ha ! 

Enter the Spirit of the Host. 

JSost. I come, sir. 

To keep my promise ; and, as far as spirita 

Are sensible of sorrow for the Hving, 

I grieve to be the messenger to tell you. 

Ere many hours pass, you must resolve 

To fill a grave. 
Cle, And feast the worms ? 
Host, Even so, sir. 
Cfe, I hear it like a man. 
Host. It well becomes you ; 

There's no evading it. 
Cie. Can you discover 

By whose means I must die ? 
Host. That is denied me : 

But my prediction is too sure. Prepare 

To make your peace with Heaven ; so farewell, sir 1 

lExit. 
Cle, I see no enemy near ; and yet I tremble, 

Like a pale coward 1 My sad doom pronounc'd 

By this aerial voice, as in a glass 

Shows me my death in its most dreadful shape. 

What rampire can my human frailty raise 

Against the assault of Fate ? I do begin. 

To fear myself ! my inward strength forsakea me ; 
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I must call out for help. — Withia ih&te^l baate^ 
And break in to my rescue ! 

Enter DoiaxLAVS, Calista, OLiKnA, BEBOiffTBj.ALCiDOir, 
Servants, and Clabikda^ at several doors. 

Dor, Bescue ? where P 

Show me your danger. 

CaL I will interpose 

]^ byal breast between you and all hazai^ 

Ber. lu>ur brother's sword securely yoit 

Jic, A true friend 

"Will die in your defence. 

CUi r thank ye! 

Ho all my thanks ! Encompass'd thus with firieadsy 
Sow can I fear ?. and yet I do ! I'm wounded, 
Mortally wounded. Nay, it is within ; 
I am hurt in my mind. One word — 

J}or, A thousand. 

Cle* I dball not live to speak so many to you. 

Dor* Why ? what forbids^ you ? 

C/ft Bui/ even now the spirit 

Of my dead host appear' d, and told me, that 

This night I should oe with himi, Did you npt meet 

It went out at that door. [it ? 

Dor. A vain chimera 

Of your imagination ! Can you f^ink 

Mine Host would not as well have spoke to me now, 

As. he did in the inn ? These waking dreams 

Not alone trouble you, but strike a strange 

Distraction in your family. See the tears 

Of my poor daughter, fiur Olinda's sadness*, 

Tour brother's and your friend*a grief,, servants' sorrow. 

Good son, bear up ; you have many yeaos to live 

A comfort to us all. Let's in to supper^ 

G-hosts never walk till after midni^t, if 

I may believe my grannam. "We will wash 

These thoughts awaj with wine, 'spite of hobgpbliiiB. 

Cle* Tou reprehend me justly. — Qeotle madam, 
And all tiie i^st forgive me ; I'll endeavour 
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To be meny with you. 
Jhr. That's well said. 

[I haye introdooed these two Boenes of the ghost, rather out <tf n- 
apect t-o the memorj of Sir Walter Scott, who admired thorn, thn 
from any sense of their merit. There is merit in the idea, but the idflt 
ia not properly borne out. What Sir Walter observes respeodng t 
mixture of the ludicrous and the terrible, is yery true in the abstraot; 
and the same may be said of any other familiarity so combined. 
Those jarrings of the every-day world with the supernatural wdU 
render the l^ter so much the more startling. But surely a more doll 
as well as matter-of-fact ghost than that of tiie innkeeper has neyer ben 
seen. He has not a touch in him of fancy or expression ; scarcely inj 
thing of his boasted old jollity ; and very little of his new solenmity. His 
presence neither sustains the posthumous merriment of the song n^iich 
ne is supposed to sing behina the scenes ; nor, when he says, *' Spnnti^ 
8ir, drink not," do we conceiye him saying it either like a proper ghost, 
or with a more bewildering, familiar significance. He is simply com- 
monplace and insipid. Indeed, from the prosaicalness of the versifict- 
tion, I doubt whether Fletcher had any hand in these scenes. Th^ 
look more like Shirley. It is to be lulowed at the same time, that 
Fletcher, for so fine a poet, was sinffularly deficient in a sense of the 
Rupematural. I do not know that ne has given any instance to the 
contrary but one, and that is in a passage in the Faithful Shephtrdect^ 
where he speaks of " voices calling in the dead of night." Walt* 
Scott, who was far otherwise, put, I suspect, into the scenes before us, 
** out of his own head," all the impressions which he found in them. 
His opinion, however, gives them a zest of its own ; and it enables 
me to add two interesting passages from his Life. 

Among the family reacungs of the great novelist, his biographer men- 
tions " certain detached scenes of Beaumont and Fletcher, especially 
that in the Lover^s Progress, where the ghost of the musical innkeepff 
makes his appearance (Vol. iv. p. 163). 

And in Vol. vi. (p . 168) is the foUowing entry in his Diary: — "De- 
cember 11 (1825.) — A touch of the morbus erudiforum, to which I am 
as little subject as most folks, and have it less now than when yoong. 
It is a tremor of the head, the pulsation of which becomes painfully 
sensible — a disposition to causeless alarm — ^much lassitude — and decay of 
vigour and activity of intellect. The veins feel weary and painful, and 
the mind is apt to receive and encourage gloomy apprehensions. 
Fighting with this fiend is not always the best way to conquer him. 
I have found exercise and the open air better than reasoning. But 
such weather as is now without doors does not encourage la petite 
guerre; so we must give battle in form, by letting both mind and 
body know, that, supposing one the House of Commons and the other 
the House of Peers, my will is sovereign over both. There is a fine de- 
scription of this species of mental weakness in the fine play of Beau- 
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UDnt and Fletcher called the Lover* t Frogrett, where the man, immed 
that his death is approaching, works himself into an agonj of fear, and 
ealla for assistance, though there is no apparent danger. The appari- 
ticm of the innkec^r^s ghost, in the same play, hovers between the 
ludicroiis and the terrible ; and to me the touches of the former quality 
wfaidb it contains, seem to augment the effect of the latter — thej seem 
to cire reality to the supernatural, as being a circumstance with which 
an mnrantor would hardly haye garnished hu story." — IiOCXHABT*s Life 
ofSeott^ Ist edit.] 



THE JTOBLE GEI9TLEMAN. 

Marine^ or MoutU'Mannei a nrnple-witted gentleman^ being resolved to 
reium into the country , in consequence qf his disappointments at court, is 
persuaded by some courtiers who wish to retain his wife there, that he ts 
successively made a knight, baron, earl, and duke, 

Enier LoNerEYiLLE to Mount-Mabins and another 

Gentleman. 

Jjong, "Where's monsieur Mount-Marine ? 

Geni. Why, there he stands ; will ye aught with him ? 

lAmg. Yes. — Gbod day, monsieur Marine ! 

Mar, Gk)od day to you ! 

Jjong, His majesty doth commetid himself 

Most kindly to you, sir, and hath, by me, 

Sent you this favour. Kneel down ; rise a knight ! 
2far, I thank his majesty ! 
Jjong, And he doth further 

Sequest you not to leave the court so soon ; 

For though your former merits have been slighted, 

After this time there shall no office fall 

Worthy your spirit (as he doth confess . 

There's none so great) but you shall surely have it 
Gent, Do you hear ? If you yield yet, you are an ass. 
Mar, I'll show my service to his majesty 

In greater things than these : but for this small one 

I must entreat his highness to excuse me. 
Long, I'll bear your knightly words unto the king, 

And bring his princely answer back again. [^Ex:t, 

Gent, Well said ! JBe resolute awhile ; I know 
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There is a tide'ofhQnoiu»' coming o% 
r wairant yoa ! 

jBiMtf. Where is this new-made- kmgbtiP 

Jfor. Here, sir. 

Beau, Let me enfold you in my arms. 

Then call you lord ! the kmg will have it so : 

Who doth entreat your lordship to remember 

His message sent to you by Longueville. 
Gent, (aside to Mar,) If you be dirty and dare not mount 

You may yield now ; 1 know what I would do. [aloft, 
Mar, Peace ! I will fit him. — Tell his Majesty) 

I am a subject, and I do confess 

I serve a gracious prince, that thus hath heap'd 
«4Ionours on me without desert ; but yet 

As for the message, business urgeth me ; 

I must begone, and he must pardon me, 

Were he ten thousand kings and emperors. 
Beau, I'll tell him so. 
Gent, (ande). Why, this was like yourself ! 
Beau, (aside). As he hath wrought him, 'tis the finestiellbw 

That e'er was Christmas-lord! he carries it 

So truly to the life, as though he were 

One of the plot to gull himself. [Exit 

Gent. Why, so ! 

Tou sent the wisest and the shrewdest answer 

Unto the king, I swear, my honoured friend, 

That ever any subject 'sent his liege. 
Mar, Nay, now I know I have him on the hip, 

I'U follow it. 

Re-enter Longuevillb. 

Lonff. My honourable lord ! 

Give me your noble hand, right courteous peer, 
And from henceforth be a courtly earl ; 
The king so wills, and subjects must obey : 
Only he doth desire you to consider 
Of his request. 



Gent. "WTiy, faitti, you are well, my lord'; 

Yield to him. 

Mar. Yield ? Why, 'twas my plot 

Gent, (aside). Nay, 

'Twas your wife's plot. 
Mar, To get preferment by it ; 

And thinks he now to pop me in the mouth 

But with an earldom ? I'll be one step higher. 
Gent, {aside). It is the finest lord ! I am afraid anon 

He will stand upon 't to share the kingdom with him. 

Enter Beatttobt. 

Beau,. Where's this courtly earl ? 

His majesty commends his love unto you, 

And will you but now grant to his request. 

He bids you be a duke, and chuse of whence. ^ 
Gent. Why, if you yield not now, you.are undone ; 

What can you wish to have more, but the kingdom ? 
Mar, So please his majesty, I would be duke ^ 

Of Burgundy, because I like the place. 
Beau. I know the king is pleas'd. 
Mar. Then will I stay, 

And kiss his highness' hand. 
Bmu, His majesty 

Will be a glad man when he hears it. 
Long. But how shall we keep this from the world's ear, 

[Aside to the Gentleman. 

That some one tell him not he is no duke } 
Gent. We'll think of that anon. — ^Why, gentlemen. 

Is this a gracious habit for a duke P 

Each gentle body set a finger to. 

To pluck the clouds (of these his riding weeds) 

Prom off the orient sun, off hiis best dothes ; 

I'll pluck one boot and spur off. 
Long, I another. • 
Beau. I'll pluck his jerkin off. 
Gent. Sit down, my lord. — 

Both his spurs off at once, good Longueville ! 

And, Beaufort, take l^at scarf off, and that hat. 

Now set your gracious feot to this of mine ; 

One pbcK will do it 5 so ! Off wittv t\ve otV«»* 

% 
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Long, Lo, thus your seiTftnt Longueville doth pluck 
The trophy of your former gentry offl — 
Off with his jerkin, Beaufort ! 

Gent, {apart). Didst thou never see 

A nimhle- footed tailor stand so in his stockings^ 
Whilst some friend help'd to pluck his jerkin o% 
To dance a jig ? 

Enter Jaqxteb. 

Long. Here's his man Jaqu^s come. 

Booted and ready still. 
Jaques, My mistress stays. — 

"Why, how now, sir ? What do your worship mean, 

To pluck your grave and thrifty hahit off? 
Mar. My slippers, Jaques ! 
Long. Oh, thou mighty Duke ! pardon this man, 

That thus hath trespassed in iguorance. 
Mar. I pardon him. 
Long, His grace's slippers, Jaques ! 
Jaques, Why, what's the matter ? 
Long, Footman, he's a duke : 

The king hath rais'd him above all his land. 
Jaques, I'll to his cousin presently, and tell him so ; 

Oil, what a dunghill country rogue was I ! \&it, 

LIGHTLY COME, LIGHTLY GO. 

Marine being again resolved^ though for happier reasons^ to return into the 
country^ is as suddenly deprived of his titles as he was gifted unth them. 

Enter to him and others, LoNGUEVlLLE. 

Long. Stand, thou proud man ! 

Mar, Thieves, Jaques ! raise the people. 

Long, No ; raise no people : 'tis the king's command 

Which bids thee once more stand, thou haughty man ! 
Thou art a monster ; for thou art ungrateful. 
And, like a fellow with a rebel nature. 
Hast flung from his embraces, and, for 
His honours given thee, hast not retum'd 
So much as thanks, and, to oppose his will, 
Eesolv'd to \eavo t\i© coux^., mA ^^'t \Jaa Yciaim 
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A-fire, in discontent and open action * 

Therefore he bids thee stand, thou proud man. 

Whilst, with the whisking of my sword about, 

I take thy honours off. This firat sad whisk 

Takes off thy dukedom ; thou art but an earl. 
Jfar, You are mistakeu, Longueville. 
Lotiff. Oh, Vould I were ! This second whisk divides 

Thy earldom from thee ; thou art yet a baron. 
Mar, No more whisks if you love me, Longueville ! 
Lonff, Two whisks are past, and two are yet behind. 

Yet all must come. But not to linger time, 

With these two whisks I end. Now Moimt-Mariney 

'For thou art now no more, so says the king ; 

And I have done his highness' will with gnef. 
Gent Why do you staud so dead, monsieur Marine P 
Mar, So Caesar fell, when in the capitol 

They gave his body two-and-thirty wounds. 

Be warned, all ye peers ; and, by my fall. 

Hereafter learn to let your wives rule all ! 
Gent, Monsieur Marine, pray let me speak with you. 

Sir, I must wave you* to conceal this party ; 

It stands upon my utter overthrow. 

Seem not discontented, nor do uot stir a foot, 

Por, if you do, you and your hope — 

I swear you are a lost man, if you stir ! 

And have an eye to Beaufort, he will tempt you. 
Beau, Come, come ; for shame go down ; 

Were I Marine, by Heaven I would go down ; 

And being there, I would rattle him such an answer 

Should make him smoke. 
Mar, Good monsieur Beaufort, peace ! 

Leave these rebellious words; 

Or, by the honours which I once enjoy' d, 

And yet may swear by, I will tell the king 

Ofyour proceedings ! I am satisfied. 
Zady^ You talk'd of going down 

When 'twas not fit ; but now let's see your spirit ! 

A thousand and a thousand will expect it. 
Mar, Why, wife, are you mad ? [strength, 

Ladif, No, nor drunk ; but I'd have you know your own 

* JTaveyouJ] Move you. 
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Mar, You talk like a foolisli woman, wife-; 

I tell you I will Btay ! Yet I have 

A crotchet troubles me. 
Long, Moro crotchets yet ? 
Mar, FoUow me, Jaques ! 1 must have thy connaal.— 

I will return again ; stay you theie, wile ! 

[Exity fwuith Jaqub, 
Lady, He wiU not stir a foot, I'll lay my life. 
Beau, Ay, but he's discontented ; how shall we 

Eesolye that, and make him stay with comfiirt ? 
ady, *Eaith, Beaufort, we must even let Katuro work; 

For he's the sweetest«> temper' d man for that 

As one can wish ; for let men but go .about to fool himt 

And he'll have his finger as deep in't^as the best. 

But see where he eomes .frowning: 

Bless us all ! 

Me-enter Mahote. 

Mar, Off with your hats ! for here doth come 
The high and mighty duke of Burgundy. 
Whatever you may think, I have thought, and thought, 
And thought upon it ; and I find it plain, 
The king cannot take back what he has given. 
Unless I forfeit it by courae of law. 
Not all the water in the river Seine 
Can wash the blood out of these princely veins. 
I am a prince as great within my thoughts 
As when the whole state did adore my person. 
What trial can be made to try a prince ? 
I will oppose this noble corpse of mine 
To any danger that may end the doubt. [way 

Madame Marine, Great duke and husband, there is 'but one 
To testify the world of our true right, 
And it is daugerous. 

Mar. What may it be ? 

Were it to bring the great Turk bound in chains 
Through Prance in triumph, or to couple up 
The Sophy and great Prester John together,' 
I would attempt it. Duchess, tell the course. 

^ The Sophy.'] The Persian king of the Soofee djnastv. The myite' 
rious personage entitled Prester, i, e. Presbyter, or Priest, Johi, i» 



Madam Mar, There is a strong opinion through the world, 
And, no doubt, grounded on experience, 
That lions will not touch a lawful prince : 
If you be confident then of your right, 
Amongst the lions bear your naked body : 
And if you eome off- clear, and never wince. 
The world will say you are a perfect prince. 

Mar. I thank you, Duchess, for your kind advice, 
But know, we don't affect those ravenous beasts. 

Lonff. A lion is a beast to try a king ; 

But for the trial of such a state as this, 
Pliny reports, a mastiff-dog will serve. 

Mar, We will not deal with dogs at all, but men. 

\si Gent, You shall not need to deal with these at ail. 
Hark you, sir ; -the king doth know you are a duke. 

Mar, "No ! does he ? 

Ut Gent Yes ; and is content you shall be ; but mth this 
caution, 
That none know it but yourself; for, if you do, 
He'll take't away by act of parliament. 

Mar, Here is my hand ; and whilst I live or breathe, 
Ko living wight shall know I am a duke. 

Gent, Mark me dSrectly, sir ; your wile may know it. 

Mar, May not Jaques P 

Gent, Yes, he may. 

Mar, May not my country cousin ? 

Gent, By no means, sir, if you love jour life<and-«tatB) 

Mar, "Well then, know all, I am no duke. 

Gent, (aside to Jaques), Jaques P 

Jaques, Sir? 

Mar, I am a duke. 

Both, Are you ? 

Mar, Yes, 'faith, yes, 'faith ; 

But it must only run among ourselves. 

And, Jaques, thou ahalt be my secretary still. 

supposed by some to h.&ve been the Grand Lama of Thibet ; by some 
a minor Eastern Prince, of the Nestoriau sect of Christians ; by others, 
a Khan of Tnrtary, whose native appellation was equivalent to that title ; 
and by others, the King of Abyssinia. 
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LOVE'S PILGBIMAGE. 
PBOSPERITIBS OF FULL DBSSS AlTD FIVB LAHeUAOI. 

SoEKE — An Inn at Osnma, 

Enter IirouBO and Dibgo. 

Inenbo, Signor Don Diego, and mine host, Bare tliee! 

Diego. I thank you, master Bailj. 

Inc. Oh, the hlock ! 

Diego. Why, how should I have answer'd ? 

Inc. Not with that 

Negligent rudeness ; but, " I kiss your hands, 

Signor Don Incubo de Hambre : " and then 

My titles ; " master Baily of Castel-Blanco." 

Thou ne'er wilt have the elegancy of an host ; 

I sorrow for thee, as my friend and gossip ! — 

No smoke, nor steam out-breathing from the kitchen ? 

There's little life i' th' hearth then. 

Diego. Ay ; there, there ! 

That is his friendship, hearkening for the spit. 
And sorry that he cannot smell the pot boil. 

Inc. Strange an inn should be so curs'd, and not the sign 
Blasted nor wither'd ; very strange ! three days now, 
And not an egg eat in it, or an onion. 

Diego. I think they ha' strew' d the highways with caltraps,' I. 
No horse dares pass 'em ; I did never know 
A week of so sad doings, since I first 
Stood to my sign-post. 

Inc. Gossip, I have found 

The root of all. Kneel, pray ; it is thyself 
Art cause thereof ; each person is the founder 
Of his own fortune, good or bad. But mend it ; 
Call for thy cloak and rapier. 

Diego. How! 
Inc. Do, call. 

And put 'em on in haste. Alter thy fortune, 

* Caltrapt."] Anglo-saxon, r<?/^rfl?/>;7<*, star-thistle: — lUHian.ca/eairippaf 
contrivances for impeding cavalry. They were armed with spikes, one of 
which turned up whichever way they fell. 
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By appearing worthy of her. Dost thou think 

Her gooii face e'er will know a man in cuerpo ?^ 

In single body, thus ? in hose and doublet, 

The horse-boy's garb ? base blank, and half-bknk 

Did I, or master dean of Sevil, our neighbour, [cuerpo T^ 

E'er reach our dignities in cuerpo ? No ; 

There went more to't : there were cloaks, gowns, cas- 

And o^et paramentoi^ Call, I say. — [socks. 

His cloak and rapier here I 

Enter Hostess. 

Hostess, What means your worship ? 

Jne. Bring forth thy husband's sword. — So ! hang it on. 
And now his cloak ; here, cast it up. — ^I mean, 
Gos sip, to change your luck, and bring you guesta. 

Hostess. W hy, is there charm in this P 

Jnc, Expect. Now walk ; 

But not the pace of one that runs on errands I 

For want of gravity in an host is odious. 

You may remember, gossip, if you please 

(Your wife being then th' infanta of the gipsies, 

And yourself governing a great man's mides then), 

Me a poor 'squire at Madrid, attending 

A master of ceremonies (but a man, believe it, 

That knew his place to the gold-weight^) ; and such. 

Have I heard him ofib saj^ ought eveiy host 

Within the catholic king^s dominions 

Be, in his own house. 

IHego, How? 

Ine, A master of ceremonies ; 

At least, vice-master, and to do nought in cuerpo ; 
That was his maxim. I will tell thee of him. 

^ Cuerpo.'] Body (Spanish) : to be in cuerpo was to be in- an undiess 
doselj fitting the body, without a cloak. Hence the ludicrous and more 
proper application of the term, in Smollett and others, to no dress at all. 

^ B/an& and half 'blank cuerpo^ I know not what is meant by this, nor 
do the commentators inform us. Is it white and half-wliite ? or a close 
fit with a difierence ? 

^ Paramentos,"] Apparellings (Spanish). 

* To the ffold'toeighL'] To the degree of nicety attainable by the 
weights used in weighing gold. 
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He would not speak with an ambassador's cook^ 

See a cold bake-meat from a foreign parfc^, 

In cuerpo. Had a dog but stay'd without. 

Or beast of quality, as an English cow. 

Bat to present itself, he would put on 

His Savoy chain about his neck, the ruff 

And cufis of Holland, then the Naples hat, 

With the Boihe hatband, and the Iflorentme agrte^ 

The Milan sword, the cloak of Q^ioa, set 

With Flemish buttons ; all his ^ven pieces, | 

To entertain 'em in ; and compliment 

With a tame cony,^ as with the prinee that sent it 

\Knoek wiSm, 

Diego. List ! who is there P 

Inc. A guest, an't be thy will I 

Dieffo. Look, spouse ; cry " luek,^ an' we be ^loountn'd. Ba! 

Hostess. Luck then, and good ; for 'tis a fine brave guest, 
With a brave horse. 

Inc. Why now, believe of cuerpo^ 

As you shall see occasion. Oo, and meet him« 

Enter Thxodosia in men's clothes, . 

Theod, Look to my horse, I pray you, welL 

Diego. He shall, sir. 

Inc. Oh, how beneath his rank and call was that now ! 

" Your horse shall be entreated as becomes 
• A horse of fashion, and his inches." 
Theod. Oh! {Faints.) 
Inc. Look to the cavalier ! What ails he ? Stay I 

If it concerns his horse, let it not trouble nim ; 

He shall have all respect the place can yield huDy 

Either of barley or fresh straw. 
Diego. Good sir. 

Look up. 
Inc. He sinks ! Somewhat to cast upon him ; 

He'll go away in cuerpo else. 
Diego. What, wife ! 

Oh, your hot waters quickly, and some edid 

To cast in his sweet face. 

^ Cottj;."\ Babbit. 
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Hostess, AlaSy fair flower ! 

Inc, Does anybody entertain his horse P 

Diego, Yes ; Lazaro has him. 

Enter Hostess with a glass of water. 

Inc. Go jou see him in person. lEeit Diego. 

Hostess. Sir, taste a little of this. 

Sweet lily» look upon me ; 

You are but newly blown, my pretty tulip ; 

Eamt not upon your stalk. 'Tis firm and fresh. 

Stand up. So! bolt upright. You are yet in growing. 
Tkeod. Pray you let me have a chamber. 
Hostess. That you shall, sir. 
Theod. And where I may be private, I entreat you. 
Hostess. Eor that, in troth, sir, we have no choice. Our 

Is but a ventfof need,^ that now and then [house 

Beeeiyes a guest between the greater towns. 

As tbey oome late ; only one room 

Inc, She means, air, 'tis none 

Of those wild scatter'd heaps call*d inns, where scarce 

The host's heard, though he wind his horn to his people ; 

Here is a competent pile, wherein the man, 

Wife, servants, all, do live within the whistle. 

Hostess. Only one room 

Inc. A pretty modest quadrangle ! 

She will describe to you. 
Hostess. (Wheroin stand two beds, sir) 

We have : and where, if any guest do oome. 

He must of force be lodg'd ; that is the truth, sir. 

INK COTSBOIESCEB. 

^%e iMMtttard and hU Hoitler emifer about tkeir treatment of petplt^s 

horut. 

Diego. Lazaro! 

Enter Ljusabo. 

How do the horses ? 

^A veni rfneed.'\ An inn onH to beresorted to for want of a bettor : — 
an imi by m wayside, remote uom neighbourhood. Fenta is Spanish. 
foe JBXi. 
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Laz. 'Would vou would go and see, sir ! 

A plagueof all jades, what a clap he has given me ! 

As sure as you live, master, he knew perfectly 

I cozen'd him on's oats ; he look'd upon me, [sirrali '/' 

And then he sneer' d, as who shoula say, " Take heed, 

And when he saw our half-peck, which you know * 

Was but an old court-dish, Lord, how he stampt ! 

I thought 't had been for joy ; when suddenly 

He cuts me a back caper with his heels. 

And takes me just o' th' crupper ; down came 1, 

And all my ounce of oats. 

Diego. 'Faith, Lazaro, 

We are to blame, to use the poor dumb servitora 
So cruelly. 

Ltiz. Yonder's this other gentleman's horse. 
Keeping our Lady-eve ^ the devil a bi| 
He has got since he came in yet ; there he stands^ 
And looks, and looks — ^But 'ti& your pleasure, sir, 
He shall look lean enough. He has nay before hira,. 
But tis Q» big as hemp, and will as soon choak him, 
Unless he eat it butter'd. He had four shoes, 
And good ones^ when he came ; 'tis a strange wouder 
With standing still he should cast three. 

Diego, Oh, Lazaro, 

The devil's in this trade ! Truth never knew it ; 
And to the devil we shall travel, Lazaro, 
Unless we mend our manners. Once every week 
I meet with such a knock to mollify me, 
Sometimes a dozen to awake my conscience, 
Yet still I sleep securely. 

Laz, Certain, master, 

We must use better dealing. 

Diego, 'Faith, for mine own part 

(Not to give ill example to our issues) 
I could be well content to steal but two girths. 
And now and then a saddle-cloth ; change a bridle,. 
Only for exercise. 

Law* If we could stay there, 

There were some hope on's, master ; but the devil ia 
Wc are drunk ao eoxVy ^q mistake whole saddles, 
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Sometimes a horse ; and then it seems to us too 
Every poor jade has his whole peck, and tumbles 
Up to iiis ears in clean straw ; and every bottle 
9bows at the least a dozen ; when the truth is, sir. 
There's no such matter, not a smell of provender. 
Not so much straw as would tie up a horse-tail, 
JS'or anything i' th' rack but two old cobwebs, . 
And so much rotten hay as had been a hen's nest. 

Diego. Well, these mistakings must be mended, Lazaro, 
These apparitions, that abuse our senses, 
And make us ever apt to sweep the manger, 
But put in nothing ; these fancies must be forgot, 
And we must pray it may be rieveal'd to us 
Whose horse we ought, m conscience, to cozen, 
And how, and when. A parson's horse may suffer 
A little greasing in his teeth ; 'tis wholesome. 
And keeps him in a sober shuffle ;^ and his saddle 
May want a stirrup, and it may be sworn 
His learning lay on one side, and so broke it : 
He has ever oats in's cloak-bag to prevent us,' 
And therefore 'tis a meritorious office 
To tithe him soundly. 

Laz. And a grazier may ** 

(For those are pinching puckfoists,^ and suspicious) 
Suffer a mist before his eyes sometimes too, 
And think he sees his horse, eat half a bushel ; 
When the truth is, rubbing his gums with salt, 
Till all the skin come off, he shall but mumble 
Like an old woman that were chewing brawn, 
And drop 'em out again. 

Diego. That may do well too. 

And no doubt 'tis but venial. But, good Lazaro, 
Have you a care of understanding horses, 

* J sober thuffle.'] Weber informs us, that greasing the teeth with 
<*an(lle snuff was *' a common trick of the ostlers at the time, to pre- 
vent the horses from eating the hay.*' 

' To prevent ua.'] To hinder our profits ;'— to anticipate, and render 
us unnecessary. 

^ PnclfoittsJ] Puck-fists, pickpockets. Bichardsou derives tho 
Avoid from Ptick (the fairy) and foisf, to ** introduce surreptitiously ** 
{tidc/icvtf ih« fingers). 
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Horses with angry heelBy eentlemen's borses, 
Horses that know the world ! Let them have meat 
Till their teeth ache, and rubbing till their ribs 
Shine like a wench's forehead ; they are deyils 

Laz. And look into our dealings. As sure aa we liye. 
These courtiers* horses are a kind of Welch prophets ; 
Nothing can be hid from 'em ! For mine own part, 
The next I cozen of that kind shall be founder'd. 
And of all four too. I'll no more such compliments 
Upon my crupper. 

Diego, Steal but a Jittle louseri 

Till I am lam'd too, and we'll repent together ; 
It will not be above two days. 

Zaz. By that time 

I shall be well again, and all forgot, sir. 

Dieffo. Why then, rfl stay for thee. 

[1 hesitated to insert this sndtiie pveoeding scene in the pYeBentvoIam0> 
because the chief portiona of them are taken from B«n Jbnaon's oiniiedj, 
the New Inn, Tdb copy, however, has variations, and good ones ; we 
cannot be certain that Jonson may not have owed portions of the 
original to his friend Fletcher, and some playwright or manager have re- 
tutored them to the co-partner, when •'getting up" the piece for per- 
formance ; and at all events this posthumous treatment of dramatists 
by the caterers for pubUc amusement leaves the question to be settled as 
it may. It is not difficult to discern where the lighter, tenderer, and more 
off-hand manner of Fisher comes into play ; but the learned de- 
nunciation of cuerpo, and enumeration of the ornaments on the dress of 
ceremony, are Jonson*s own beyond a doubt. The reader may fimcy the 
two friends composing the scenes together, and thns give me the plea- 
santest warrant for their introduction.] 

SECOITD-LOVE WOir. 

** Leoeadia leaves her father^ s house, disguised in ma»*s apparel^ to travel in 
search of Marc-Antonio, to whom she is contracted, btU has been deserted 
by him. When at length she meets with him, she finds that, by a precon- 
tract, he is the husband of Theodosia, In this extremity, Pkilippo^ brother 
to Theodosia, offers Leoeadia marriage^'* 

Scene — A Earhmr, 

Enter Philippo and Lbocadia. 

PhiL "Will you not hear me ? 
Leoc. I have heard so much 

Will keep me deaf for ever I No, Maro-Antonio, 



After thy sentencey I may bear no more : 
Tbou hast pronounced me dead ! 

Phil. Appeal to Beason : 

She will reprieve you from the power of grief, 
Which rules but in her absence. Hear me say 
A sovereign message from her, which in duty. 
And love to your own safefy, you ought hear. 
Why do you strive so ? whither woiud you fly P 
You cannot wrest yourself away frtim care, 
You may from counsel ; you may shift your plaoe^ 
But not your person ; and another clime 
Makes you no other. 

Zeoc. Oh! 

Phil. For passion's sake 

(Which I do sarve, honour, and love in vou). 
If 3'ou will sigh, sigh here ; if you would vary 
A sigh to tears, or outcry, do it here ! 
No shade, no desart, darkness, nor the grave. 
Shall be more equal to vour thoughts tlmn I. 
Only but hear me apeak ! 

Leoe. What would you saj ? 

Pkil. That which shall raise your heart, or pull down nuni^ 
Quiet your passion, or provoke mine own ; 
We must have both one balsam, or one wound. 
Eor know, lov'd fair, since the first providence 
Made me your rescue, I have read you through. 
And with a wond'ring pity look'd aa you ; 
I have observ'd the method of your blood. 
And waited on it even with sympathy 
Of a like red and paleness in mine own ; 
I knew which blush was Anger's, which was Love's, 
Which was the eye of Sorrow, which of Truth ; 
And could distinguish honour from disdain 
In every change ; and you are worth my study. 
I saw your voluntary misery 
Sustained in travel : a disguised maid, 
Wearied with seeking, and with finding lost ; 
Neglected, where you hop'd most, or put by ; — 
I saw it, and have laid it to my heart : 
And though it were my sister which was righted, 
Yet being by yoiu: wrong, I put off nature, 
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Could not be glad, where I was bound to triumph^ 
My care for you bo drown' d respect of her. 
Nor did I only apprehend your Donds, 
But studied your release ; and for that day 
Have I made up a ransom, brought you health. 
Preservative 'gainst chance, or injury, 
Please you apply it to the grief; myself. 

Leoc. Humph! 

Phil. Nay, do not think me less than such a cure ; 
Antonio was not ; and, 'tis possible, 
Philippe may succeed. My blood and house 
Are as deep-rooted, and as fairly spread. 
As Marc- Antonio's ; and in that all seek. 
Fortune hath given him no precedency. 
As for our thanks to Nature, I may bum 
Incense as much as he ; I ever dtunst 
Walk with Antonio by the self-same light 
At any feast, or triumph, and ne'er cared 
Which side my lady or her woman took 
In their survey : I durst have told my tale too, 
Though his discourse new ended. 

/»roc. My repulse 

PML Let not that torture you, which makes me happy ; 
Nor think that conscience, fair, which is no shame 1 
'Twaa no repulse ; it was your dowry rather : 
For then, methought, a thousand graces met 
To make you lovely, and ten thousand stories 
Of constant virtue, which you then out-reach'd, 
In one example did proclaim you rich : 
Nor do I think you wretched, or disgraced, 
After this suffering, and do therefore take 
Advantage of your need ; but rather know 
You are the c&arge and business of those powers, 
Who, like best tutors, do inflict hard tasks 
Upon great natures, and of noblest hopes.* 

* Whoy like best tutors^ ^c] This noble sentiment has been still more 
wobly, though very ruggedly, put by another poet ; though whether ty 
i)aniol, or by Sir John Beaumont (our dramatist's brother), its apfiearaoM 
in both their works does not allow us to determine. 

" Only the firmest and the const-ant'st hearts 
Gtod acts to 8L0t l\ie «touV%\i v[i^\)a3^a^ ^gwU? 
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Bead trivial lessons, and half lines to slugs ; 
They that livo long, and never feel mischance. 
Spend more than half their age in ignorance. 

Leoe. 'lis well you think so. 

PhiL You shall think so too ; 

You shall, sweet Leocadia, and do so. 

Leoc. G-ood sir, no more ! jou have too fair a shape 
To play so foul a part in as the tempter. 
Say that I could make peace with Fortune, who, 
W ho should absolve me of my vow yet ? ha ? 
Dify contract made ? 

PhiL xour contract ? 

Leoe. Yes, my contract. 

Am I not his ? his wife P 

PhiL Sweet, nothing less. 

Leoe. I have no name then ? 

PhiL Truly then, you have not : 

How can you be his wife, who was before 
Another's husband P 

Leoe. Oh, though he dispense 

With his raith given, I cannot with mine. 

PkU. You do mistake, clear soul ; his precontract , 

Doth annul yours, and you have given no faith 
That ties you in religion, or humanity ; 
You rather sin against that greater precept, 
To covet what's another's ; sweet, you do : 
Believe me, you dare not urge dishonest things 
Bemove that scruple therefore, and but take 
Your dangers now into your judgment's scale. 
And weigh them with your safeties. Think but whither 
Now you can go ; what you can do to live ; 
How near you ha' barred all ports to your own succour. 
Except this one that I here open, love. 
Should you be left alone, you were a prey 
To the wild lust of any, who would look 
Upon this shape like a temptation. 
And think you want the man you personate ; 
Would not regard this shift,^ which love put on 

' Shift.'\ Pratezt. 
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_0fi iot covet it like vice ; 
if^iie the siander of each sex, 

lii of error and of shame ; 
^ ii vorae, even Marc- Antonj 
,^d juat, to turn a wanderer off, 
■t 70U worthy his contempt ; 
[I f iJB inake new choice, and settle here, 
Le jT^ j^ lfaither tumult in this flood ; 

PI w^^^^ keeps his course, and all suspicionB 

lionours. Game you forth a maid P 
a wife. Alone ? and in disguise ? 
a waited Leocadia. 
and, by the virtue of that charm, 
all mischiefs, as you are transform^ ; 
offended father*s wrath to wonder, 
his loud grief to a silent welcome ; 
2iidie riddles you have made. What say you? 
j^ ji the time ; delay is but despair ; 
jygi, be chang'd, let a kiss tell me so ! [Kimhs her/ 
"^; but how, I rather feel than know. 

- ^j^ ^ one of the most pleasing, if not the most shining, seen? 4 

^ *^^ All is sweet, natural, and unforced. It is a copy wliic!: 

a^^afoae Massinger to hare profited hy the studying." — Lam3.] 
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THE 'LTTTSQt VEJlSTO^, 

^ mdreu of Beartlove^ tfier having been nUjeeted to eqiavocal 
t hjf the fiot of a tcild cousin, in the hope of forwardmg her 
tnti her lover, has been put into a coffin for dead during a 
d thus becomes the means of saving them from killing we 



Scene — A Churchyard, 

Enter Heabtlote- 

lit. The night, and all the evils the night covers, 
yVkA floblinB, hags, and the black spawn of darkness, 

^ Where,"] "Vnicreas. 
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Cannot fright me. No, Death, I dare thj cruelty ! 

!For I am weary both of life and light too. 

E!eep m j wits. Heaven ! Thej say spirits appear 

To melancholy minds, and the graves open : 

I would fain see the &ir Maria's shadow ; 

Eut speak unto her spirit, ere I died ; 

Sut ask upon iny knees a mercy from her. 

I was a yillain ; but her wretched kinsman. 

That set his plot, shall with his heart-blood satLify 

Her injured fife and honour. — ^What light 'a ^ia r 

Enter Wildbbaut, with a lantham. 

WUdb. It is but melancholy walking thus ; 
The tavern-doors are barricadoed too, 
"Where I might drink till mom, in expectatioii ; 
I cannot meet the watch neithei*; nothing in 
The likeness of a constable, whom I mighl. 
In my distress, abuse, and so be carried 
For want of other lodging, to the Counter. 

HeartL 'Tis his voice. Fate, I thank thee ! 

Wildb. Ha ! who's that ? An' thou be^st a man, speak. 
Frank Heartlbve ? then I bear my destinies ! 
Thou art the man of all the worla I wish'd for : 
My aunt has tum'd me out of doors ; she has. 
At this unchristian hoiur ; and I do walk 
Methinks like Guide Faux, with my dark lanthom^ 
Stealing to set the town a-fire. I' th' country 
I should be taken for William o' the Wi^, 
Or Bobin Gk)od-fellow. And how dost, Frank ? 

MeartL The worse for you ! 

Wildb. Come, thou'rt a fooL Art going to thy lodging i 
I'll He with thee to-night, and tell thee stories, 
How many devils we ha' met withal ; 

Our house is haunted, Frank ; whole legions 

I saw fifty for my share. 

HeartL Didst not* fright 'em ? 

Wildb. How ! fright 'em ? No, they frighted me sufficiently. 

HeartL Thou hadst wickedness enough to make them stare^ 
And be afraid o' thee, malicious devil ! [JDraws. 
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And draw tbj sword ; for, by Maria's soul, 
I will not let thee 'scape, to do more miscbiefl 

Wildb, Thou art mad ! what dost mean P 

Heart L To kill thee ; nothing else will ease my anger: 
The injury' is fresh I bleed withal ; 
Nor can that word express it; there's no peace in't; 
Nor must it be forgiven, but in death. 
Therefore call up thy valour, if thou hast any, 
And summon up tW spirits to defend thee ! 
Thy heart must suffer for thy damned practices 
Against thy noble cousin, and my innocence. 

IVildb. Hold ! near a word ! did I do anything 

But for your good ? That you might have her P 
That in that desperate time I might redeem her, 
Although with show of loss P 

Heartl, Out, ugly villain ! 

Flin? on her the most hated name [could blast her] 
To the world's eye, and £Ace it out in courtesy P 
Bring him to see't, and make me drunk to attempt it ? 

Enter Mabia, in Iter shroud. 

Maria, I hear some voices this way. 
HeartL No more ! if you can pray, 

Do it as you fight. 
Maria, "What new frights oppose me P 

I have heard that tongue. 
Wildb. 'Tis my fortune ; 

You could not take me in a better time, sir : 

I have nothing to lose, but the love I lent thee. 

My life my sword protect ! [Braws, Thei/ fight, 

Maria, I know 'em both ; but, to prevent their ruins, 

Must not discover — Stay, men most desperate ! 

The mischief you are forward to commit 

Will keep me from my grave, and tie my spirit 

To endless troubles else. 
Wildb, Ha! 'tis her ghost! 
HeartL Maria! 
Maria, Hear me, both ! each wound you make 

Buus through my soul, and is a new death to me ; 
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TSach tlireafcening danger will affiri^lit mj rest. 
Look on me, HeartloTe ; and, mr Idnsman, view mo ; 
Was I not late, in my unhapDj marriage, 
Sufficient miserable, full of all misfortunes. 
But you must add, with your most impious angers, 
IJnto my sleeping dust this insolence P 
Would you teach Time to speak eternally 
Of my disgraces ? make records to keep them, 
Keep them in brass ? Fight then, and kill my honour* 
Tight deadly, both ; and let your bloody swords 

^ *. Tmrough my revivM and reeking infamy. 

That never shall be purged, find your own ruins. 

Heartlove, I lov'd thee once, and hop'd again 

In a more blessed love to meet thy spirit : 

If thou kill'st him, thou art a murderer ; 

And murder never shall inherit Heaven. 

My time is come ; my conceal'd grave expects me : 

Parewell, and follow not ; your feet are oloody, 

And will pollute my peace. lEatit 

HeartL Stay, blessed souL 

Wildb. Would she had 

Come sooner, and sav'd some blood ! 

ffeartl. Dost bleed? 

JFUdb, Yes, certainly ; I can both see and feel it. 

HeartL Now I well hope it is not dangerous. 

Give me thy hand. As far as honour guides me, 
I'll know thee again. 

Wildb. I thank thee heartily. 



2&^ THE BLOODY BBOTnEB. 

THE BLOODY BSOTHEB; OB, BOLLO, BUKB OF 

NOBl£Aia)Y. 

MAD FAKOIES OF TEASTBBS. 

SoEBX — A Servants HaU^ 

Enter the Master Coo^ Butler, Pantler, Yeoman of the CSellar 

with a jack ofbeer^ and a dish. 

Cofik. A hot dajy a hot day, yengeance hot day, boys! 
GKye me some drink ; this fire ' s a plaguy fietter ! 

IDrinks out of ^ ttk: 
Body of me, I am dry still! ^y e me the jadk, boy ; 
This wooden skiff holds nothing. 

[Drinka out of the jeek. 

Pant. And, 'fiiith, master, 

What brave now meats ? for here wiU be old eating. 

Cook. Old and young, boy, let 'em all eat, I have it; 
Let 'em have ten tire of teeth arpieoe, I care not. 

But. But what new rare munition P 

Cook, Pho ! a thousand : 

I'll make you pigs speak Prench at table, and a &t swan 
Come sailing out of England with a challenge ; 
I'll make you a dish of calves' feet dance the canaries,^ 
And a consort of csfunm'd capons fiddle to 'em : 
A calfs head speak an oracle, and a dozen of larks 
Kise &om the aish, and sing all supper time. 
'Tis nothing, boys. I have framed a fortification 

* A jack of beer. 2 A jack was (and is, for it is extant still in old in- 
stitutions) a toll Tessel for holding liquor, made of stiffened leather, 
lined with rosin, and shaped like a boot ; whence a great stiffened boot 
is called & jack-boot. 

'^ Brinks out of the dish,'] .The term di^/i was not always confined, at it 
is now, to something shallow, or at best something unused for holding 
drink. The phrase, dish of tea, still lingers perliaps in some old domestic 
places. 

^ With a challenge'.] An allusion, perhaps, to some circumstance of 
the day. 

* The canaries.^ "A dance," says Richardson, ''common to the 
Canary Isles, and thence introduced into this country." Query, from a 
passage which he refers to in Shakspeare^ whetlier the name of the danoe 
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Out of rye-paste, wliich is impregnable ; 
And against that, for two long hours together, 
Two dozen of marrow-bones shall play continually. 
For fish, I'll make you a standing lake of white^broth. 
And pikes come plowing up the plums before them ; 
Aiio^ on a dolpbln, placing LactrpuB ;> 
And ivave king Herring,^ with his oil and onion 
Crown'd with a lemon peel, his way prepar'd 
"With his strong guard of pilchers. 

Pant. Ay marry, master ! 

Cook. All these are nothing : I'll make ^ou a stubble goose 
Turn o* th* toe thrice, do a cross-pomt presently. 
And then sit down agnin, and cry, ^ Come eat me !" 
These are for mirth. Now, sir, for matter of mourning, 
I'll bring you in the lady Loin-of-yeal, 
With the long love she Dore the Prince of Orange. 

jill. Thou boy, thou ! 

Cook. I have a trick for thee too. 

And a rare trick, and I have done it for thee. 

Yeo. What's that, good master P 

Cook, 'Tis a sacrifice : 

A full vine bending, like an arch, and under 
The blown god Bacchus, sitting on a hogshead, 
His altar here ; before that, a plump vintner 
Kneeling, and offering incense te his deity. 
Which luiall be only this, red sprats and pilchers. 

maj not luwe been demed from the trained canarj bird, and its moye- 
meatB while singing P 

MM. Master, will you win your love with a French brawl ? [J &ind 

qfdaneeu 
Jrmado, How meanest thou ? brawling in French P 
Moth. K^p, my complete master ; but to jig off a tune at the tongue's 
end, canary to it with 
Your feet, humoured with turning up your eye-lids ; sigh a 
note, and sing a note, &c. 

Lovers Labour Lost, Act iii. Sc. 1. 

LaehrifmmJ A |K>pu]ar air by Dowland, the lute-master of his 
time. 

- King Herriruf^ The herring has been called the King of Fish fiK»a 
its siqiposed conquest of the whale^ by going down his throat and 
<J>^lrlng him. 
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But, This when the table's drawn, to draw the wine on. 

CooL Thou hast it right ; and then comes thj song, butler. 

Pant This will be admirable ! 

Teo, Oh, sir, most admirable ! 

Qfok. If jou will have the pasty speak, 'tis in my power; 
I have fire enough to work it. Gome, stand dose, 
And now rehearse the song ; the drinking song. 

SOKO. 

Drink to-day, and drown all sorrow. 
Toil shall perhaps not do it to-morrow» 
Best, while you haye it, use your breath ; 
l?here is no drinking alter death. 

Wine works the lieart up, wakes the wit^ 
There is no cure 'gainst age but it ; 
It helps the head-ach, cou^h, and ptisic, 
And is for all diseases physic. 

Then let us swill, boys, for our health ; 
Who drinks well, loves the commonwealth j 
And he that will to bed go sober, 
Falls witli the leaf, still in October.^ 

FBATHICIDB. 

RoilOf ihe Bloody Brother, joint Luke of Normendy, impaileiU nf to 
brother Otto^s share in the iovereigntyy kUlt him in jnreienee of thf^r 
mother, Sophia. 

Scene — The Mother* s Private Room in the Palace, where ihe, 
and her son Otto, her daughter Matilda, and Edith 
daughter of Rollo^s tutor Baldwin, have been eonvernng. 
Enter to them Eollo, armtd, and his favourite minister 

LATOECn. 

Hollo. Perish all the world 

Ere I but lose one foot of possible empire. 

By sleights and colour used by slaves and wretches !* 

* Stiti in Octobfr.'] This song appears to have become vefy popular. 
A variation of it, I believe, is not yet gone out of fashion among drinking 
parties. I remember to have heard it in my youth, in Fletoher^s uni* 
Tcrsity, roaring away at a good " witcliing time of night/* 

' Bff if eights and colour, &r.] Through the poor pretences and argu* 
ments in use with slavish minds. 
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I am exempt by birth from both those curbs. 

And sit above them in all justice, since 

I sit above in power. Where power is given, 

Is all the right supposed of earth and heaven. 
Lat, P^ve both, sir ; see the traitor ! 
Otio. He comes arm'd ; 

See, mother, now your confidence ! 
Soph. What rage affects this monster P 
.Rolto* Give me way, or perish ! 
Soph. Make thy way, viper, if thou thus affect it ! 
Otto (embracing his mother). This is a treason like thee ! 
Hollo. Let her go ! 
Soph. Embrace me, wear me as thy shield, my son ; 

And through my breast let his rude weapon run 

To thy life's innocence ! 
Otto. Play not two parts, 

Treacher' and coward both, but yield a sword. 

And let thy arming thee' be odds enough 

Against mv naked bosom ! 
Rollo. Loose his hold ! 
Matilda. Forbear, base murderer 
Mollo. Eorsake our mother. 
Soph. Mother dost thou name me, 

And put off nature thus ? 
RoUo. Forsake her, traitor ; 

Or, bv the spoil of nature, thorough hers, 

This leads unto thy heart ! 
Oito. Hold ! [^Quite his mother. 

Soph. Hold me still. 
Otto (to his mother). For twenty hearts and lives, I will 

One drop of blood in yours. ' [not hazard 

Soph. Oh, thou art lost then ! 
Otto. Protect my innocence. Heaven ! 
Soph. Call out murder ! 
Mat. Be murder'd all, but save him ! 
Edith. Murder! murder! 
Rollo. Cannot I reach you yefc ? 
Otto. No, fiend. [They wrestle. 'RoLLo/alls. 

> I^eacher.'] Traitor. 

' 2My arming theeJ] Thy wearing of armour. 

Z 
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Rollo. Latorch, 

Bescue ! I*m down. 
Lat. Up then ; your sword coeds, sir : 

Ply it i' th' flame, and work your ends ont. 
Jtollo. Ha! 

Have at you there, sir ! 

Enter Ax7BBBT» 

Aub, Author of prodigies ! 

What sights are tiiese? 
Otto. Oh, giye me a weapon, Aubrey ! [He is %tMei. 

Soph, Oh, part 'em, part *em ! 

Aub. Eor Heaven's sake^ no more I 

Otto. No more resist his fury ; no rage can 

Add to his mischief done. [Diet. 

Soph. Take spirit, my Otto ; 

Heaven will not see thee die thus. 

Mat. He is dead, 

And nothing lives but death of ev^ goodness. 

SopL Oh, he hath slain his brother ; curse him, Heaven ! 

Hollo. Curse and be curs'd ! it is the fruit of cursing. — 
Latorch, take off here ; bring too of that blood 
To colour o'er my shirt ; then raise the court, 
And give it out how he attempted us, 
In our bed naked. Shall the name of brother 
Forbid us to enlarge our state and powers P 
Or place affects of blood above our reason. 
That tells uis, all things good against another, 
Are good in the same line against a brother ? 

Jiollo, among hit other slaughters, having ordered the death of Ids tutor 
Saidwin, is implored by the latter' s daughter to spare it, and cursed bjf 
her for being implored in pain* During her execrations hefaUs in lorn 
with her. 

Hollo. GtOy take this dotard here, and take his head 

Off with a sword. 
JFamond. Tour schoolmaster ? 

Jiollo. Even he. [Baldwin is ssizii. 

B(il(L For teaching thee no better ; 'tis the best 

Of all thy damned justices ! — ^Away, 

Captain; ri\fc\Low. 
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Edith. Ob, stay there, Duke ; [Coming forward avid kneelv2ff. 
And in the midst of all thy blood and fury 
Hear a poor maid's petitions, bear a daughter, , 
The only daughter of a wretched father ! 
Oh, stay your haste, as you shall need this merqr ! 

BoUo. Away with this fond woman ! 

Edith. You must hear me. 

If there be any spark of pity in you, 
If Bweet humanity and mercy rule you ! 
I do ocmfesa you are a prince, your anger 
As great as you, your execution greater 

BMq. Awmy with bim ! 

Edith. Ob, captam, by thy manhood. 

By ber soft soul that bare thee— I do confess, sir, 
lour doom of justice on your foes most righteous — 
Gt)od noble pnnce, look on me ! 

JR^Z^o. Take ber from me ! 

Edith. A curse upon bis life that binders me ! 
May Other's blessing never &11 upon him. 
May Heaven ne'er bear bis prayers ! I beseech you, 
Ob^ sir, these tears beseech you, these chaste hands woo 
l%at never yet were beav'd but to things boly^ [jo^ 
ISiings like yoursdf ! You aro a god above ue ; 
Be as a god then, full of saving meroj ! 
Meroyy ob^ mercy, ab, for His sake mercy, 
Tbat, when your stout heart weeps, shall give you pity ! 
Here I must grow. 

Rcillo. By heaven, I'll strike thee, woman ! 

EdUJL Most willingly ; let all thy anger seize me^ 
All the most lEtodied torments, so this good man, 
This old man, and this innoeent, escape thee I 

RoUo. Carry him away, I say ! 

Edith. Now, blessing on thee ! Oh, sweet pity[! 
I see it in thy eyes. — ^I charge you, solmers, 
Even by the prince's power, release my father ! 
The pnnce is merciful ; why do you hold bim ? 
The prince forgd» bis fbiy ; wbv do you tug bim P 
He is old ; why do you hurt bim r Speak, oh, speak, sir ! 
Speak, as yon are a man ! a man's me bangs, sir, 
A &ieDd*s EfOy and a foster Bfe, upon you. 
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'Tis but a word, but mercy quicklj spoke, sip. 
Oh, speak, prince, speak ! 

BoUo. Will no man here obey me P 

Have I no rule yet ? As I live, be dies 
That does not execute my will, and suddenly ! 

Bald. All that thou canst do takes but one short hour from 

BoUo, Hew off her hands ! [me. 

Sam. Lady, hold off! 

Edith. No, hew 'em ; 

Hew off my innocent hands, as he commands you ! 
They'll hang the faster on for death's convulsion. — 

[Exit'BAiiDYras with the QxiXtL 
Thou seed of rocks, will nothing move thee then ? 
Are all my tears lost ? all my nghteous prayers 
Drown'd in thy drunken wrath P I stand up thus, then ; 
Thus boldly, bloody lyrant ; 

And to thy face, in Heaven's high name defy" thee ! 
And may sweet mercy, when thy soul sighs for it, 
When under thy black mischiera thy fledh trembles, 
When neither strength, nor youth, nor friends, nor gold, 
Con stay one hour ; when thy most wretched conscience, 
Wak'd from her dream of death, like fire shall melt thee ; 
When all thy mother's tears, thy brother's woimds, 
Thy people's fears and curses, and my loss, 
My aged father's loss, shall stand before thee 

Eollo. Save him, I say ; run, save him, save her father ; 
Fly, and redeem' his head ! [Exit Latobch. 

Edith. May then that; pity, 

That comfort thou expect' st from Heaven, that mercj, 
Be lock'd up from thee, fly thee ! bowlings find thee, 
Despair (oh, my sweet father !), storms of terrors, 
Blood till thou burst again ! 

Rollo. Oh, fair sweet anger ! 

Enter Latobch and Hamodit, vnth Baldwin's head. 

Lat. I came too late, sir, 'twas dispatch'd before ; 

His head is here. 
Bollo. And my heart there ! Go, bury him ; 

Chive him fiEur rites of funeral, decent honours. 
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iith. Wilt thou not take me, monster ? Highest Heaven^ 
Give him a punishinent fit for his mischief! 

[FalU down. 

['* I scarcely know a more deeply tragic scene anywhere than that in 
iiOf in which Edith pleads for her father's life, and then, wh^i she 
inot prevail, rises up and imprecates vengeance on his murderer."— 

IMLost pathetic is all the pleading of Edith, particularly the remon- 
ances with the soldiers in the speech beginning '* Now, blessing on 
3e." We love also thefidsehoods and flatteries which she uses towards 
9 scoundrel before her ; and hear, with the tears in our eyes, her poor 
ice speaking fondly to him in her convulsed and agonising throat.] 

ilo, vhile making love to JEdith, and touching her iciih piig, is ilain iy 
his captain of the gitard^ Hamondy with her encouragement, 

}BNB — A Room in Baldwin's House, with a banquet set out. 

Enter Edith. 

dith (speaking to herself). Now for thy father's murder 
and the ruin 
All chastity shall suffer if he reign ! [^Kneels* 

Thou blessed soul, look down, and steel thy daughter 1 
ILook on the sacrifice she comes to send thee, 
And through the bloody clouds behold my piety ! 
Take from my cold heart fear, from my sex pity, 
And as I wipe these tears off, shed for thee, 
So all remembrance may I lose of mercy ! 
Give me a woman's anger bent to blood. 
The wildness of the winds to drown his prayers 1 
Storm-like may my destruction fall upon him, 
My rage, like roviug billows as they rise, 
Pour'd on his soul to sink it ! Give me flattery 
(For yet my constant soul ne'er knew dissembling), 
Flattery the food of fools, that I ma^ reck him 
And lull him in the down of his desures ; 
That in the height of all his hopes and wishes, 
His Heaven forgot, and all hiB lusts upon him, 
My liand, like thunder from a cloud, may seize him ! — 

[Rises 



SIB mS VLOOIIT BSOfHSB; 

Enter Bollo. 

RbUo. What bright star, taking Beauty's form npon her. 

In all the happj lustre of Heayen's glory, 

Has drbpp'd down &om the sky to comfort me ? 

Wonder of nature, let it not prophane thee 

My rude hand touch thy beauty ; nor this kias. 

The gentle sacrifice of love and serrice, 

Be ofS^r'd to the honour of thy sweetness. 1 

Edith, "Mj gracious lord, no deity dwells here, 

Nor nothing of that virtue, but obedience ; 

The servant to your will affects no flattery. 
Rollo. Can it be flattery to swear those eyes 

Are Love's eternal lamps he fires all hearts with P 

That tonmie the smart string to his bow ? those sighs 

The deamy shafts he sends into our souls ? 

Oh, look upon me with thy spring of beauty ! 
Edith. Your grace is full of game. 
RoUo. By heaven, my Edith, 

Thy mother fed on roses when she bred thee. 
Edith {aside). And thine on brambles, that have prick'd her 

he£u*t out ! 
Eollo. The sweetness of the Arabian wind, still blowing 

Upon the treasures of perfumes and spices, 

In all their pride and pleasures, call thee mistress ! 
Edith, Will't please you sit, sir P 
Rollo. So you please sit by me. [They 9tt, 

Fair gentle maid, there is no speaking to thee ; 

The excellency that appears upon thee 

Ties up my tongue ! Pray speak to me. 
Edith. Of what, sir? 
Rollo. Of anything ; anything is excellent. 

Will you take my directions P Speak of love then ; 

Speak of thy fair sel^ Edith ; and while thou speak'st, 

Let me, thus languishing, give up myself, wench. 
Edith (aside). He has a strange cunning tongue. — Why 
do you sigh, sir?— 

How masterly he turns himself to catch me ! 
J^llo. The way to Paradise, my gentle maid, 

^s hard and crooked^ scarce repentance finding, 
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With all her holy helps, the door to enter. 
G-ive me thy hand : what dost thon feel ! 
Edith, Your tears, sir ; (justice ! — 

You weep extremely. — (Atide,) Strengthen me now. 
Why are tiiese sorrows, sir? 
BoUo, Thou wilt never love me 

If I should tell thee ; yet there's no way left 
Ever to purchase this oless'd Para(tise, 
But swimming thither in these tears. 
Edith, I stagger ! 

Rollo. Are they not drops oi blood ? 
Edith. No. 
Eollo. They are for blood then, 

Eor guiltless blood ! and they must drop, my Sdi1ii> 
They must thus drop, till I have drown'd my mischiefii. 
Edith {aside), K this be true, I have no strength to touch 
BoUo. I pr'ythee look upon me ; turn not from me ! [him. 
Alas, I do confess I'm made of mischief. 
Begot with all men's miseries upon me ; 
But see my sorrows, maid, and do not thou, 
Whose only sweetest sacrifice is softness. 

Whose true condition tenderness of nature 

Edith (aside). My anger melts ; oh, I shall lose my justice ! 
Eollo. Do not thou leam to kill wifh cruelty, 
As I have done ; to murder with thy eyes. 
Those blessed eyes, as I have done witn malice. 
When thou hast wounded me to death with scorn 
(As I deserve it, lady) for my true ime, 
When thou hast loaaen me with earth for ever. 
Take heed my sorrows, and the stings I sufer. 
Take heed my nightly dreams of death and horror. 
Pursue thee not ; no time shall tell thy grieHs then, 
Nor shall an hour of joy add to thy beauties. 
Look not upon me as I kill'd thy father ; 
As I was smeai*d in blood, do thou not hate me; 
But thus, in whiteness of my wash'd repentance, 
In my heart's tears and truth <^ love to Edith, 

In my fair life hereafter 

Edith {aside). He will fool me ! 

Eollo, Oh, with thine angel-eyes behold and bless me ! 
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Of Heaven we call for mercy, and obtain it ; 
To Justice for our right on earth, and have it ; 
Of thee I beg for love ; save me, and give it ! 
Hdith (aside). Now, Heaven, thy help, or I am gone for 
His tongue has turn'd me into melting pity ! [ever $ 

Enter Hakokd and Guard. 

Ham, Keep the doors safe ; and, upon pain of death. 

Let no man enter till I give the word. 
Guard, "We shall, sir. 
Ham, Here he is, in all his pleasure : 

I have my wish. 
Rollo. How now ? why dost thou stare so ? 
Edith. A help, I hope ! 
BoUo, What dost thou here P who sent thee P 
Ham. My brother, and the base malicious office 

Thou mad'st me do to Aubrey. Fray ! 
BMo. ^TtLyi 
Ham, Pray! 

Pray, if thou canst pray ! I shall kill thy soul else I 

Pray suddenly ! 
RoUo, Thou canst not be so traitorous ! 
Ham, It is a justice. — Stay, lady ! 

For I perceive your end : a woman*s hand 

Must not rob me of vengeance. 
Edith, 'Tis my glory ! [EoUo, 

Ham, 'Tis mine ; stay, and share with me. — "bj the gods, 

There is no way to save thy life ! 
Rollo. Nop 
Ham, No: 

It is so monstrous, no repentance cures it ! 
Rollo, Why then, thou shalt kill her first ; and what this 
blood [_Seize9 Edith. 

Will cast upon thy cursed head 

Ham. Poor guard, sir ! 

Edith, Spare not, brave captain ! 

Rollo. Fear, or the devil have thee ! 

Ham. Such fear, sir, as you gave your honoured mother, 

When your most virtuous brother shield-like heJd her» 

Such I'll give you. Put her away. 
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Rollo. I will not ; 

I will not die so tamely. 
Ham, Murderous villain^ 

Wilt thou draw seas of blood upon thee ? 
Edith, Fear not ; 

KiU him, good captain ! any way dispatch him ! 

My body's honoured with that sword that through me 

Sends his black soul to hell ! Oh, but for one hand ! 
Sam, Shake him off bravely. 
Edith, He is too strong. Strike him ! 
Ham. (They struffffley'RoLZO seizes "Editk^B dagger,) Oh, am 
I with you, sir ? Now keep you from him ! 

What, has he got a knife ? 
Edith, Look to him, captain ; 

For now he will be mischieYOUs, 
Ham, Do you smile, sir ? 

Does it so tickle you ? Have at you once more 1 
Edith, Oh, bravely thrust ! Take heed he come not in, sir. 

To him again ; you give him too much respite. 
Rollo, Yet wilt thou save my life ? and Til forgive thee, 

And give thee all ; all honours, all advancements ; 

Call thee my friend ! 
Edith. Strike, strike, and hear him not I 

His tongue will tempt a saint. 
RoUo. Oh, for my soul sake ! 
Edith. Save nothmg of him ! 
Ham, Now for your farewell ! 

Are you so wary P take you that ! \Stahs him^ 

Rollo, Thou that too ! [Stals him. 

Oh, thou hast kill'd me basely, basely, basely ! {Dies. 
Edith, The just rewturd of murder falls upon thee ! 

How do you> sir jP has he not hurt you P 
9iff». No; 

I feel not any thing. 
Aub. (within). I charge you let us pass ! 
Guard (within). You cannot yet, sir. 
Aub. 1*11 make way theu. 
Guard. We are sworn to our captain : 

And, till he give the word 

Ham. Now let them in there. ' 
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Enlet- Sophia, Matilda, Atjbbey, Lords, and Attendants. 

Soph. Oh, there he lies ! Sorrow on sorrow seeks me I 

Oh, in his blood he lies ! 
Aub, Had yon spoke sooner. 

This mi^ht have been prevented. Take the duchess, 
And lead her off; this is no sight for her eyes. 

[Sophia led out 
Mat. Oh, Inravely done, wench ! 
Edith, There stands the noble doer. 
Mat. May honour ever seek thee for thy justice ! 
Oh, twas a deed of high and brave adventure, 
A justice even for Heaven to envy at ! 
Aiurewell, my sorrows, and my tears take truce ; 
Mv wishes are come round ! Oh, bloodj- brother, 
Till tills hour never beauteous ; till thy life. 
Like a full sacrifice for all thy mischiefs, 
EloVd from thee in these rivers, never righteous! 
Oh, how my eyes are quarried with their joys now ! 
My longing heart even leaping out for ligntness ! 
But, die thy black sins with thee ; I forgive thee ! 
Aul, Who did this deed ? 

Ham, I, and I'll auswer it ! [Dies. 

Edith. He faints ! Oh, that same cursed knife has kill'd 
Aub. How? [him' 

Edith, He snatch'd it from my hand for whom I bore it ; 

And as they grappled 

Aub. Justice is ever equal ! 

Had it not been on him, thou hadst died too honest. 
Did you know of his death ? 
Edith. Yes, and rejoice in't. 

Aub» I am sorry for your youth then, for though the strictnesB 
Of law shall not fall on you, that of life 
Must presently. Go, to a cloister carry her ; 
And there for ever lead your life in penitence. 
Edith. Best father to my soul, I give you thanks, sir ! 
And now my fair revenges have their ends, 
My vows shall be my kin, my prayers my friends 1 

[I haye inserted the scene between Edith and Bollo out of respect to 
ndgment of Lamb, who has put it in his Dramatic S^pecimens. Bat 
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I coniess I do not like it ; I do not take ito trathfulnew to nature for 
granted, whatever mixed feelings it may imply, or whatever Shakspearean. 
shrewdness be supposed to emtdate ; and I think it casts a Uot on the 
beautiful scene preceding it in this volume. There are women, of course^ 
and there are men, who may be flattered into any unworthiness ; but 
the first Edith, in this instance, is uot fashioned to become the second ; 
and such conduct, be the poet who he may that implies otiierwise, is a 
libel on the sex in general.] 



THE QUEEN OF COBINTH. 
TBinS GEHEBOSITY. 

Beliza^ a rich and noNe-minded lady, welcomes ker poor but ejuaily §ener(m& 

Lover from, the tears. 

Enter Euphaites. 

Bel. Could I in one word speak a thousand weicomcs. 
And heariy ones, you have 'em. iFj ! my hand i 
We stand at no such distance. By my life. 
The parting kiss you took before your travel 
Is jret a virgin on my lips, preserved 
With as much care as I would do my fiune, 
To entertain your wish'd return. 

Euph. Best lady. 

That I do honour you, and with as much reason 
As ever man did virtue, — that I love you. 
Yet look upon you with that reverence 
As holy men behold the sun, the stars. 
The temples, and their gods, — ^they all can witness ; 
And that you have deserved this duty from me, 
The life, luad means of life, for which I owe you. 
Commands me to profess it, since my fortune 
Affords no other payment. 

Bel. I had thought. 

That for the trifling courtesies, as I call them 
(Though you give wem another name), you had 
Made ample satis&ction in the acceptance ; 
And therefore did presume you had brought home 
Some other language. 
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Euph. No one I have leam'd 

Yields words sufficient to express your goodness; 
Nor can I ever chuse another theme. 
And not be thought unthankfuL 

BeL Fray you no more, 
As you respect me. 

Kvpk, That charm is too powerful 

For me to disobey it. 'Tis your pleasure. 
And not my boldness, madam. 

BeL Good Euphanes, 

Believe I am not one of those weak ladies. 

That (barren of all inward worth) are proud 

Of what they cannot truly call their own, 

Their birth or fortune, wnich are things without them: 

Nor in this will I imitate the world, 

Whose greater part of men think, when thev give, 

They purchase bondmen, not make worthy mends. 

By all that's good I swear, I never thought 

My great estate was an addition to me. 

Or that your wants took from you. 

Euph, There are few 

So tndy understanding, or themselves, 
Or what they do possess, 

BeL G-ood Euphanes, where benefits 

Are ill conferred, as on unworthy men. 
That turn them to bad uses, the bestower, 
Por wanting judgment how and on whom to place them, 
Is partly guilty : but when we do favours 
To such as make them grounds on which they build 
Their noble actions, there we improve our fortunes 
To the most fair advantage. If I speak 
Too much, though I confess I speak well, 
Pr ythee remember 'tis a woman's weakness, 
And then thou wilt forgive it. 
Euph, You speak nothing 

But what would well become the wisest man: 
And that by you deliver'd is so pleasing 
That I could hear you ever. 
BeL Ply not from 
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Tour word, for I arrest it, and will now 
Express myself a little more, and prove 
That whereas you profess yourself my debtor, • 

That I am, yours. 

Euph. Your ladyship then must use 

Some sophistry I ne'er heard of. * 

BeL By plain reasons ; 

For, look you, had you never sunk beneath 
Your wants, or if those wants had found supply 
From Crates, your unkind and covetous brother. 
Or any other man, I then had missed 
A subject upon which I worthily 
Might exerdse my bounty : whWeas now, 
By having happv opportunity 
To furnish you before, and in your travels, 
With all conveniences that you thought useful, 
That gold which would have rusted in my coffers, 
Being thus employ'd, has rendered me a partner 
In all your glorious actions. And whereas. 
Had you not been, I should have died a thing 
Scarce known, or soon forgotten, there's. no trophy 
In which Euphanes for his worth is mentioned, 
But there you have been careful to remember, 
That all the good you did came from Beliza. 

Euph. That was but thankfulness. 

Bel, 'Twas such an honour. 

And such a large return for the poor trash 

I ventured with you, that, if I should part : 

With all that I possess, and myself too, 

In satisfaction for it, 'twere still short 

Ofyourdeservings. 

Euph. You o'erprize them, madam. 

Bel. The (pieen herself hath given me gracious thanks 
In your behalf; for she hath heard, Euphanes, 
How gallantly you have maintain'd her honour 
In all the courts of Greece. And rest assur'd 
(Though yet unknown), when I present you to her. 
Which I will do this evening, you shall find 
That she intends good to you* 

Euph, Worthiest lady. 
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Since all you lAbour for is the advancement 
Of him that will live ever your poor servant^ 
Ho must not contradict it. 

EULOOY 7BOM A I^USBK IK LOTS. 

Well, thou'rt the composition of a fi;od : 
My lion, lamb, my eaglet, and my dove, 
Whose soul runs clearer than Diana's fount! 
Nature pidc'd several flowers from her choice banks^ 
Azid bound them up in thee, sending thee forth 
A posy for the bosom of a queen. 

aOKG OF COirBOLA.IIOir fob BUKVITOBS of the 1XBA3I. 

Weep no more, nor sigh nor groan. 
Sorrow calls no time that's gone ; 
Yiolets pluck'd the sweetest rain 
Makes not fresh nor grow again ; 
Trim thy locks, look chearfoily, 
Fate's hidden ends eyes cannot see. 
Joys as winged dreams fly fast, 
Why should sadness longer last ? 
Grief is but a wound to woe ; 
Gkoitlest fair, mourn, mourn no moe. 

AFBIL. 

An April day. 
In which the sun and west-wind play together, 
Striving to catch and drink the balmy drops. 



THE MAID IN XHB MUX. 
A LITTLB CHASSOBB. 

AifTONio and MABxnns. 

Jnt. Peace, heretic ! thmt judge of beauties ? 

Thou hast an excellent sense for a sign-posl^ friend. 
Didst thou not see (I'll swear thou a^ stone-blind dse^ 
A.S blind as Ignorance), when she appear'd firsts 
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Aurora breaking in the Bast ? and through her face 

(As if the hours and sraccs had strew'd roses) 

A blush of wonder flying? when she was frighted 

At our uncivil swords, didst thou not mark 

How far beyond the purity of snow 

The soft wind drives, whiteness of innocence, 

Or anything that bears celestial paleness, 

She appeared o' th' sudden? Didst thou not see her 

When she entreated ? Oh, thou reprobate ! [tears 

Didst thou not see those orient tears flow'd from ner. 

The little worlds of love ? A set, Martine^ 

Of such sanctified beads, and a holy heartto love, 

I could live ever a religious hermi£ 

fart. I do believe a little ; and jet, methinks, . 
She was of the lowest stature. 

nt. A rich diamond, 

Set neat and deep I Nature's diief act, Martine^^ 
Is to reserve her models curious, 
Not cumbersome and great ; and such a one, 
For fear she should exceed upon her matter, 
Has she framed this. Oh, 'tis a spark of beauty * 



HE KICE YALOUB; OB, THE PASSIOKATE MADHAK. 

A CAHDIB FOLTBOOK AND A PBOUD HIHB UKABLE TO 

OOKCBIYB HIM. 

Ckamout^aproudlord^eottfentBUhaFoUroim^ 

Chamoi^t and Ljl Note. 

a Nove, And how does noble Chamont ? 
hamont. Never ill, man. 

Until I hear of baseness. Then I sidien. 

I am the heathfuQest man i' th' kingdom else. 

Enter Lapet, walking apart. 

a Note. Be arm'd then for a fit. Here comes a fellow 

Will make yon sick at heart, if baseness do't, 
'ham. Let me be gone ! What is he P 
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Lalfate, Let me tell jou first ; 

It can be bat a qoahn. Firay stsf it act, ht ! 
Come, you hare Dome more than this. 
Cham. Borne ? neyer anjtiiing 

That was injurious. 
La Nave. Ha ! 1 am &r from that. 
Cham. He looks as like a man as I haire seen one : 

What would jou speak of him ? Speak well, I pr' j Ihee, 

Even for humanity's cause. 
La Nave. You would have it truth, though ? 
Cham. What else, sir P I haye no reason to wrong Heaven 

To favour Nature ; let her bear her own shame. 

If she be faidtj ! 
La Nove. Monstrous f&vlty there, sir. 
Cham. I'm ill at ease already. 
La Nove. Pray bear up, sir. 
Cham. I pr*ythee let me take him down with speed then 

Like a wild object that I would not look upon. 
La Nave» Then thus ; he's one that will end^ue as much 

As can be laid upon him. 
Cham. That may be noble ; 

I'm kept too long from his acquaintance. 
La Nove. Oh, sir, 

Take heed of rash repentance ! you're too forward 

To find out virtue where it never settled : 

Take the particulars, first, of what he endures ; 

Videlicet, bastinadoes by the great. 
Cham. How! 

La Nove. Thumps by the dozen, and your kicks by wholesale 
Cham. No more of him ! < 

La Nove. The twinges by the nostril he snuffs up. 

And holds it the best remedy for sneezing. 
Cham. AviSLj ! 
La Nove. He's been thrice switch' d from seven o'clock til 

Yet, with a cart-horse stomach, fell to breakfast, [nine 

Forgetful of his smart. 
Cham. Nay, the disgrace on't ; 

There is no smart but that. Base things are felt 

More by their shames than hurts. — {Goes up to 
Lapet.) — Sir, I know you not- 
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But that you live an injury to Nature, 

I'm heartily angry with you. 
apet. Pray give your blow or kick, and begone then ; 

For I ne'er saw you before ; and indeed 

Have nothing to say to you, for I know you not 
ham. Why, wouldst thou take a blow ? 
>apet. I would not, sir, 

Unless 'twere offer'd me ; and, if from an enemy, 

I would be loth to deny it from a stranger. 
?Affm. What ! a blow ? 

Endure a blow P and shall he live that gives it P 
'apel. Many a fair year. Why not, sir? 
'ham. Let me wonaer ! 

As full a man to see too, and as perfect ! — 

I pr'ythee live not long. 
apet How ! 
ham. Let me entreat it ! 

Thou dost not know what wrong thou dost mankind, 

To walk so long here ; not to die betimes, 

Let me advise thee, while thou hast to live here. 

Even for man's honour sake, take not a blow more ! 
apet. You should advise them not to strike me then, sir ; 

Eor I'll take none, I assure you, 'less they're given. 
ham. How £Edn would I preserve man's form from shame. 

And cannot get it done ! — However, sir, 

I charge thee live not long, 
apet. This is worse than beating. 
ham. Of what profession art thou, tell me, sir, 

Besides a tailor ? for I'll know the truth. 
apet. A tailor ? I'm as good a gentleman — 

Can show my arms and all. 
ham. How black and blue they are : 

Is that your manifestation ? Upon pain 

Of pounding thee to dust, assume not wrongfully 

The name oi gentleman^ because I am one 

That must not let thee live ! 
apet. I have done, I have done, sir. 

If there be any harm, beahrew the herald ! 

I'm sure I ha' not been so long a gentleman, 

A A. 



To make thia soger. I bsre nothing, nowhere^ 
But what I deariy pay for. 
Cham, Chnoom, 'begone ! — £. 

I never was ao heart-aiek jet of man. 



Enter the JoAj (ChauMmt's beloTO^, wUk IdLPxr'B Wife. 

La Nove. Here comes a cordial, sir, from lAe other sex. 

Able to make a dying £M;e look die^^. 
Cham, The blessedness of ladies ! 
Ixidy, You're well met, sir. 
Chain, The sight of you has put an eril from me, 

"Wliose breath was aiUe to make Yirtne aickein 
Lady. I'm glad I came so fortimately. What was it, sir P 
Cham, A thing that takes a blow, lives and eats after it, 

In very good health. You ha' not seen the like, ma<kim ; 

A monster worth your sixpence, lowly worth. 
Lady {aside). Speak low, sir ! by all likdiihoods 'tis her hus- 

That now bestow'd a visitation on me. [band, 

Parewell, sir. [Exit. 

Cham. Husband ? is't possible that he has a wife ? 

Would any creature have him? 'tis some forced match ! 

If he were not kick'd to th' church o' th' wedding day, 

I'll never come at court. 'Can be no otherwise ; 

Perhaps he was rich ; speak, Mistress Lapet, was't not 
Wife. Nay, that's without all question. [so ? 

Cham, Oh, ho ! he would not want kickers enough then. 

If you are wise, I much suspect your honesty, 

!For Wisdom never fastens constantly. 

But upon Merit. If you incline to K)o1, 

You are alike unfit for his society ; 

Nay, if it were not boldness in the man 

That honours you, to advise you, 'troth, his company 

Should not be frequent with you. 
V^ife, 'Tis good counsel, sir. 
Cham, Oh, I'm so careful where I reverence. 

So just to Goodness, and her precious purity, 

I am as equally jealous, and as fearful, 

Tliat any undeserved stain might fall 

Upon her sanctified whiteness, as of the sin 

That comes by vfW^vxV^e^^* 
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Wife. Sir, I love your ihottghfcsi 

And honour you for your eounsel and your cure. 
Cham, We are your seryantsk 
Wife (aside) • He is but a geuUemaa o' th' eliamber ; 

He might haye kiss'd me, '£iith ! 

Where shall osie find less courtesy than at court 2 

Say I hare an undeserver to my husband. 

That's ne'er the worse fbr him. 

LOTBi-SOBO or THS PASSIOVATS KABMAV* 

Thou dieity, swift-winged Loto, 
Sometimes below, sometimes above, 
little in shape, Init gfeali.iii< power ;. 
Biou, that mi&'st a heart thy tower. 
And thy loop-holes ladies'' eyes, 
TVom whence thon strik'st the fond and wise ; 
Did all the Ediafla in thy fair quiver 
Stick fiist in my ambitious Hver, 
Yet thy power would I adore, 
And call upon thee to* shoot more, 
Shoot more,, shoot more ! 

nasa ux pbaise or iceulngholt. 

"Semte^ all you vais delights, 
As shonrfc ar are the nights 

"VTherem you spend your folly ! 
There's nougjbt in thia^life sweet. 
If m«n weae wise to see't^ 

But only melancholf ; 

Oh, sweetest melancholy f 

Welcome, MdeckarmS) and fissed eye%, 
A sigh, that piercing, mortifies, 
A look that's fasten'd to the ground, 
A tongue chain'd up, without a sound ! 

Fountain-heads, and pathless groves. 
Places which pale passion loves \^ 

* ** Places which pale possum loves."] Beaumont, whUe writing this 
verse, perhaps the finest in the poom, probably had in his memory that 
of Marlowe, in hii description of Tamburlaine — 

' Pale of complexion, wrought in him with passion.* *' 

Imagitiatiou and "Eaucxi > ^.^J^!ik. 
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Moon-light walks, when all the fowls 
Are warmlj hooaed, aaye bats and owls ! 

A midnight bell, a parting groan ! 

These are the sounds we feed upon ; 
Then stretch our bones in a still gloomy valley ; 
Nothing's so dainty sweet as lorely melancholy. 

[Tradition has giTen theae Tenes to Beanmont, thou^ they appeared 
after his death, and periiaps after Fletcher's, m a may in which the 
former has been thought to haye had no shaie. Indeeo, the Nice Valour, 
or Famonate Madman^ with its poor plot and £uitastical diaracters, is 
not a production worthy of the best reputation of either, with the ex- 
caption of the scene giren in tins Tolome, and the pitssent exqaisite 
aong. The song answers completely to the idea one entertains of the 
grayer genias of Beaumont ; and the probability is, that it was left by 
him in the hands of his friend, and inserted in the ifice Valour by some 
playwright who made use of other fragments of cheirs,«and so ''got 
up the whole drama. 

** I cannot help thinking that a couplet has been lost after the words 
'bats and owls. It is true the four yerses ending with those words 
might be made to belong to the preceding four, as among the things 
^welcomed;' but the junction would be forced, and the modulation in- 
jured. They may remain, too, where they are, as combining to suggest 
the ' sounds ' wluch the melancholy man feeds upon ; ' fountain-heads ' 
being audible, 'groves* whispering, and the 'moonlight walks' being 
attended by the hooting owl (and the 'short shriU shriek' of the 
bat). They also modulate beautifully in this case. Yet these intima- 
tions themsekes appear a little forosd ; whereas, supposing a couplet 
to be supplied, there would be a distinct reference to melancholy tigkU 
as well as sounds. 

'* The conclusion is diyine. Indeed, the whole poem, as Hazlitt says, 
is the * perfection of this kind of writing.* Orpheus might haye hung 
it, like a pearl, in the ear of Proserpina. It has naturally been thought 
to have suggested the Penseroso to liiilton, and is worthy to haye done 
so ; for, fine as that is, it is still finer. It is the concentration of a 
hundred melancholies,** — Ima^naium and Fancy, p. 211.] 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS OF BEAUMONT. 



ON TOE TOMBS IN WESTMINSTEB ABBEY. 

Mortality, behold and fear, 

What a change of flesh is here ! 

Think how many royal bones 

Sleep within this heap of stones ; 

Here they lie had realms and lands, 

Who now want help to stir their hands ; 

Where, from their pulpits, seaPd with dust, 

They preach, " In greatness is no trust !" 

Here's an cere sown indeed 

With the richest, royal'st seed 

That the earth did e'er suck in. 

Since the first man died for sin : 

Here the bones of birth have cried, 

" Though gods they were, as men they died : 

Here are sands, igno ble things, 

Dropt from the ruin'd sides of kings. 

Here's a world of pomp and state 

Buried in dust, once dead by fate.' 



»> 



' Lutt^ onee dead hjf fate,'\ This is a very forced and not veiy intclli- 
{^ble expression. What is the meaning of ''Buried in dust, once dead 
by fkkie ?"^J)oes it mean that kings are buried in dust, when thej art. 
dead ? IlSKo, what is the meaning of the phrase P Or does it mean 
that the dust was once dead — that is, killed — ^by fate ? and if so, what is 
the meaning of tliat ? Why, too, dead ** by fate ?" By what else could 
th^ supposed to be dead ? 

I cannot but think there is some mistake of the press. Mi^ not the 
author hare written, " once dread like &te ?** that is to say, They hare 
now undergone the &te of all men, and are dust ; althouj^h this dust 
itsdf was once dreaded liJto fiite. Or, to come closer to a printer^s error, 
may dead bfffate h&TC been, in the manuscript, deadlpfate ? so tliat an 
I was merely substituted for %h? The meaning would still be similar to 
the one just mentioned ; namely, that this dust, now dead, was onoe^ 
iteel^adeadlyfiite; that is to 81^, could gire death to others. Buttho 
expression, m this oase^ would not be so vrnforoed. 
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THE MXBMAID TAYXBK. 

(f^om m Letter to Ben Jomtm^ 

The sun (which doth the greatest comfort bring 

To absent friends, because the self-same thing 

They know thev see, however absent) is 

Here oiu* best hay-maker (forgive me this ! 

It is our country's style.) In this warm shiae 

I lie, and dream of youir fiill Mermaid wine. 

Oh, we have water min'd with elaret lees^ 

Drink apt to binng in drier heresies 

Than beer, good onlv &r the sonnet^s strain^ 

With fustian, metapWs to stuff the brain ; 

I think, with one draught ma&'s inyentioa &des : 

Two cups had quite spoil'd Homer*^B Iliads^ 

'Tis liquor that will mid out SutdiFs wit»^ 

Lie where he will, and make him write worse yet. 

ITill'd with such moisture, in, most ^reivous qiialms. 

Did Eobert Wisdoms write his singing psalms. 

And so must I do this. And yet I tliink 
It is a potion sent us down to dnnk, 
By special Providence, keeps us from fights. 
Makes us not laugh when we make legs to knights. 
'Tis this that keeps our minds fit for our states, 
A medicine to obey our magistrates : 
Eor we do live more free than you ; no hate. 
No envy at one another's happy st^Ette, 
Moves us ; we are all equal : every whit 
Of land that Qcoi gives men here is their wit. 
If we consider 6|lly ; for our best 
And gravest man will with his main house jest 

^ Sutdiff^t miJ\ Matthew Sutoli£^ Dean of Bleter, a collUo?0^ 
sialiBt of the day, who, though a zealous Protestant, and founder d 
Chelsea College (on its first pktn, as a sohool of polemice), was ai one 
time out of favour with the court, — ^perhaps at the date of this letlir. 
An investigation of his writings would probably show ua the reafos of 
Beaumont's dislike of him ; but the commentates appear to have bsiB 
afraid of encountering them. 

^bert WiedoM,'] A contributor to tiko Fimku oT Sten^ioldMid 

OS. 
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Scarce please you; we want subtiUy to do 
Tke city-tricks, lie, hate, and flatt^er too : 
Here are none that can bear a painted show, 
Strike when ^ou wink, and then lament the blow ; 
Who, like nulla, set the right way for to grind, 
Oan mi^e their gains alike with erery wind : 
Only some fellows, with the subtlest pate 
Amonn'st ns, may perchance dquirocate 
At selling of a horse, and that's the most. 

Methinks the little wit I had is lost 
Since I saw you ; for wit is like a rest 
Held up at tennis, which men do the best 
With the best gamesters. What things have wd deeu 
Done at the Mermaid !' heafd words that have been 
So nimble, and so full of subtile flame, 
As if that every one from whence they came 
Had meant to put his whole wit in a jest^ 
And had resolved to live a fool the rest 
Of his dull life ; then when there hath been thrown 
Wit able enough to justify the town 
!For three davs past ; wit that might warrant be 
.!For the whole city to talk foolishly 
Till that were cancell'd ; and when that was gone, 
We left an air behind us, which alone 
Was able to make the two next companies 
Eight witty ; though but downright fools, mere wise. 

TO MY £BI£2il> int. JOHIT ^LSTCfiEB, TTFOlT HIS 
JTAITHTVL BnKPKEBZ>XSS. 

I know too well, that, no more than the man, 
That travels through the burning desarts, can, 

1 Dotie at the Mermaid^ This celebrated taTern, fiunous for a club 
lich is said to have numbered among its associateB oiliers of the great- 
k wits and poets of the time, Shakspeare ineluded, was first supposed 
hare been in Comhill, then in Friday Street, and now, upon the 
ren£th of a passage in Ben Jonson, is concluded to have been in 
read Street. But as the passage in Ben Jonson speaks of it simply as 
the Bread Street Mermaid," and does not associate it with tho club, 
rectiy or indirectly, the conclusion appears to hare been hasty. Tlie 
recification of the ta?cm as " the Bread Street Mermaid'* might even 
ITC been intended to distinguish it fi:t>m a greater namegako. 
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When lie is beaten with the raging sun, 
Half-smother'd with the dust, have power to rua 
From a cool river, which himself doth find, 
Ere ho be slaked ; no more can he, whose mind 
Joys in the Muses, hold from that delight. 
When Nature and his full thoughts bid him write* 
Yet wish I those, whom I for friends have known, 
To sin^ their thoughts to no ears but their own. 
Why should the man, whose wit ne'er had a stain. 
Upon the public stage present his vein, 
And make a thousand men in judgment sit, 
To call in question his undoubted wit, 
Scarce two of which can understand the laws 
Which they should judge by, nor the party's cause ? 
Among the rout, there is not one that hath 
In his own censure an explicit faith ; 
One company, knowing they judgment lack, 
Ground their belief on the next man in black ; 
Others, on him that makes signs, and is mute ; 
Some like, as he does in the direst suit ; 
He, as his mistress doth ; and she, by chance ; 
Nor want there those, who, as the boy doth dance . 
Between the acts, will censure the whole play : 
Some like if the wax- lights be new that day : 
But multitudes there are, whose judgment goes 
Headlong according to the actors' clothes. 
Eor this, these public things and I agree 
So ill, that, but to do a right to thee, 
I had not been persuaded to have hurl'd 
These few ill-spoken lines into the world, 
Both to be read and censur'd of by those 
Whose very reading makes verse senseless prose ; 
Such as must spend above an hour to spell 
A challenge on a post, to know it well ; 
But since it was thy hap to throw away 
Much wit, for which the people did not pay 
Because they saw it not, I not dislike 
This second publication, which may strike 
Their consciences, to see the thing they scorn* d, 
To be with so much wit and art adorn' d. 
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Besides, one 'vantage more in this I see ; 
Tour censurers must have the quality 
Of reading ; which I am afraid is more 
Than half your shrewdest judges had before. 

\_The Faithful Shepherdess, on its first appearance, was damned, — * 
catastrophe which the poet and his friends attributed partly to 
the habitual ignorance of the audience, and partly to their disappoint- 
ment at finding it a work of elegance, instead of a vulgar clap-trap full 
of clownish pastimes and drollery, ^ut after what the poets themselyes 
had led audiences to expect by the sort of writing with which they were 
in the habit of indulgmg them, it was hardly fair to demand of the 
pubUc a sudden appreciation of their idealisms ; nor is it certain that 
refinement itself^ and even common sense, did not take a part in the con- 
demnation of the piece ; for Schlegel has called it an " unchaste eulogiun:: 
of chastity ;" and what was to be thought by anybody, refined or vulgar, 
of the Shepherdess's fantastical lover, who passionately desires what it 
would grieve him to obtain, and adores her because she will not have 
liim? 

Besides the beauties, however, which this pastoral drama contains, its 
very damnation was a gain to posterity j mr it produced us these ex- 
cellent verses of Beaumont, and a like enthusiastic " adhesion" from 
Ben Jonson, ending with one of his happiest assumptions of the right 
of sovereign arbitration : — 

'* I that am glad thy innocence was thy guilt 
[He attributes the damnation to the absence of ribaldry] 
Do crown thy rmirder* d poem ; which shall rise 
A glorified work to time, when fire. 
Or moths shall eat what all these fools admire."] 
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From the verses entitled ** Upon an Honest Man's FoHune," thAt irere 

printed at the end of the play so called. 

Ton that can look through heaven, and tell the stars, 
Observe their kind conjunctions, and their wars ; 
Pind out new lights, and give them where you please, 
To those men honours, pleasures, to those ease ; 
Tou that are Grod's surveyors, and can show 
How far, and when, and why the wind doth blow ; 
Know all the charges of the dreadful thunder, 
And when it will shoot over^ or fall under ; 
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Tell me, by all your art Icoinure ye, 

Yes, and by truth, what abalf become of me? 

Pind out my star, if each one, as you say. 

Have his peculiar angel, andhiaway ; 

Observe my fate, next fall into yoiir dreams, 

Sweep clean your houses,^ and new-line your aeams,^ 

Then say your worst ! Or hare I none at all P 

Or, is it burnt out lately P or did fall P 

Or, am I poor P not able, no full flame ? 

My star, uke me, unworthy of a name P 

Is it, your art can only work on those 

That deal with dangers, dignities, and clothefl P 

With lore, or new opiniona P You all lie ! 

A fish-wife hath a &te, and so have L . 

Man is his own star, and the Boul that caa 
Render an honest and a perfect man, 
Commands all light, all influence, all fate ; 
Nothing to him falls early, or too late. 
Our octe our angels are, or good or ill. 
Our fatal shadows that walk by us still. 

O man ! thou image of thy Maker's good, 
What canst thou fear, when breath'd into thy blood 
His spirit is, that built thee ? what dull sense 
Makes thee suspect, in need, that Providence, 
Who made the morning, and who placed the light 
Guide to thy labours ; who call'd up the night, 
And bid her fall upon thee like sweet showers 
In hollow murmurs, to lock up thy powers 5 
Who gave tliee knowledge ; who so trusted thee. 
To let thee grow so near himaelf, the tree ? 
Must he then be distrusted ? shall his frame 
Discourse with him, why thus and thus I am ? 
He made the angels thine, thy fellows all, 
Nay, even thy servants, when devotions call. 
Oh, canst thou be so stupid then, so dim, 
To seek a saving influence, and lose him ? 
Can stars protect thee ? or can poverty 

* Houses.'] A term in astrology for the places occupied by the planets. 
^jSeams.] I know not what this means, unless it be the junctures of 

(iie^planets. 
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Which is the light to Heayen^ put out his eye ? 
He is my star ; — in him all truth I find, 
All influence, all fate ! — and when my mind 
Is furnish'd with his fulness, my poor story 
Shall out-live all their age, and all their glory ! 

The hand of danger cannot fall amiss, 
"When I know what, and in whose power it is : 
!Nor want, the curse of man, shall make me groan ; 
A holy hermit is a mind alone. 

Doth not experience teach us all we can. 
To work ourselves into a glorious man P 
Affliction, when I know it is but this, — 
A deep allay, whereby man tougher is 
To bear the hammer, and, the deeper still, 
"We stiQ arise more image of his will ; — 
Sickness, an humorous cloud 'twixt us and light,— 
And death, at longest, but another night. 

Man is his own star, and that soul that can 
Be honest, is the only perfect man. 



TEE END. 
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